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under the pear tree (shadows and light conspiring) 
by bonesandthebees (bonesandcacti) 


Summary 


At first glance, the creature looked like a teenage boy. He was tall—taller than Tubbo, but 
still shorter than Ranboo—and was wearing some of the fanciest clothes Tubbo had ever 
seen. His waistcoat was the color of pomegranate seeds, and his jacket on top was a rich 
shade of blueberry. Gold rings encrusted with precious gems adorned his fingers, and as 
Tubbo s eyes trailed up, he noticed a literal emerald wrapped in gold chain hanging from the 
boy 5 ear. 


Oh god, his ears. 


The boy had pointed ears. Like, literal pointed ears. His hair could ’ve been made out of spun 
gold, it was so curly and bright. But his eyes were what caught Tubbo 8 attention the most. 
They were unnaturally bright blue, looking exactly like an azure summer sky. But it was more 
than that. They weren t just the same shade of blue as the sky, but Tubbo swore he could see 
puffy white clouds moving across his irises as if he was literally staring into a summer sky. 


The boy smiled, and his teeth were razor sharp. Something inside of Tubbo screamed. 


or, Tubbo thinks fae aren't real. He's wrong. 


Notes 


hello everyone the long awaited sequel to the fae au is here! now just going to let you know, 
no this one is sadly not crimeboys centric although we do have a few minor crimeboys 
moments. but instead you get BENCH TRIO!! well, primarily clingyduo but kind of bench 
trio too 


for those who don't know, this is a sequel to my fic amethyst and flowers on the table (is it 
real or a fable) although you don't have to have already read it to enjoy this one! it's just 
highly recommended bc there are a lot of little callbacks to the first fic in this 


anyway this is already entirely pre-written and I will be posting one chapter a day for the next 
four days so please subscribe! and if you wanna see anymore of the fae au in the future make 


sure to subscribe to the series in case I write more in this universe! 


hope you guys enjoy <3 


a boy in the meadow 


Chapter Notes 


See the end of the chapter for notes 


The forest was for the fae, not for humans. That was the first thing the children of the village 
were taught as they began to explore the world. 


The elders in the village were terrified of the forest. They would watch the swaying green 
leaves and the shifting shadows with wary gazes, as if they could feel something watching 
them from inside. 


Tubbo’s grandmother was no different from the other elders of the village. Ever since he was 
young, Tubbo had been taught that the forest was no place for humans to venture. Although 
the moss-covered stones and gentle patches of shade might look inviting, even if you heard 
sweet voices in the babble of the creek and the delicate chirps of birdsong coming from the 
branches, a human should never step foot inside the forest. If you did, you could be stolen 
away by the fae, never to be seen again. 


According to Tubbo’s grandmother, she had actually witnessed someone get stolen away, the 
lost child becoming nothing but a whisper in the trees. She told Tubbo that he had been 
young, and often disappeared into the forest from sunrise to sunset. The villagers assumed the 
child was a changeling, and tied him up to keep the boy from returning to the forest, so they 
could beg the fae to take him away. 


A faerie appeared in the village to take him back, but he punished the village severely for 
their mistreatment of the boy. While the child had not been a changeling, he had been 
claimed by the fae nonetheless. Tubbo’s grandmother never explained what their 
mistreatment of him was, only that it was enough to enrage the fae. Crimson blood ran 
through the streets for weeks afterwards, and even now, Tubbo swore he could sometimes see 
dark stains buried deep within the cobblestone. 


Tubbo’s grandmother had been very young at the time it happened, and was one of the few 
who was spared the wrath of the fae. But those who survived swore to never forget the lesson 
the fae had taught them, and no human being had set foot in the forest ever since. 


Of course, Tubbo was certain this was all bullshit. 


The myth of the lost child and the fae was nothing more than a scary story told to the children 
of the village to keep them from wandering off. The forest was dark, twisting, and wild 
animals roamed freely in its depths. It wasn’t the place for small children to explore, but not 
because there were magic creatures ready to steal them away. Parents simply didn’t want 
their child to get eaten by wolves. 


Tubbo’s grandmother died when he was ten years old, and his belief in the scary story died 
with her. The village was small, and most families already struggled to feed their own 
children. No one was willing to take in the newly orphaned Tubbo, so it was decided to allow 


him to stay in his own home, with neighbors scheduled to check in on him throughout the 
week and make sure he had food. 


As Tubbo got older, the visits from his neighbors became less frequent. He started a garden 
for himself, digging his hands into the warm, soft earth and encouraging any spare seeds he 
could find to bloom. The garden turned out to be his saving grace, and that spring, Tubbo 
didn’t have to rely on anyone to feed him. His meals were made up of dark spinach leaves 
and juicy red tomatoes, tangy carrots and filling potatoes. 


Tubbo had always had a knack for innovation. As the dreaded ice of winter rounded the 
comer, Tubbo created a small structure from a wooden frame and some spare linen, sealing 
his precious plants away from the outside so he could continue to feed himself all winter 
long. 


But he was alone. By the time the villagers realized Tubbo could feed himself, the visits 
stopped altogether. Tubbo still took odd jobs so he could continue to trade and barter with his 
neighbors, but he always found himself in a quiet, small cabin with only the birdsong and his 
plants for company. 


Until Ranboo came along. 


If you asked the village how Ranboo ended up in their town square, no one would be able to 
give you a real answer. The truth of the matter was that one day, Ranboo simply appeared in 
their small community. He was one of the oddest things their village had seen in a while— 
abnormally tall, lanky, with two different colored eyes and split hair to match. Everyone in 
the village was confused by his appearance, and he was just as confused in return. He had no 
memories of his life before appearing in the village, save for his name. Nothing about him 
made sense. 


What to do when a strange child suddenly appears in a small village with no memory of any 
other home? Put him with the other strange child who lives by himself and talks to plants as 
if they were his friends. It’s not like there was anywhere else for him to go. 


So that’s how Tubbo met Ranboo, and it was as if a fog had been lifted over his entire life. A 
house that had once held nothing but some rather basic furniture and mason jars of stored 
food came to life in the most spectacular way. Papers regularly scattered the floor, with half- 
remembered thoughts scrawled across their faces. A fire was always crackling like an old 
friend, constantly tended to by a boy who had a permanent chill in his bones. Dried flowers 
hung from the ceiling by twine, discarded pieces of scrap metal were shoved into corners, and 
finally, Tubbo considered his house a home. 


Ranboo was everything Tubbo had been missing in his life. He was a listening ear for when 
Tubbo needed to ramble about one of his latest inventions, he was a calming presence when 
Tubbo became too worked up over the way the wheat farmer had ripped him off that day, and 
he was a hearty laugh when nothing else could make Tubbo smile. 


When he first came to the village, Ranboo had no memory of how old he was, so Tubbo 
decided they were the same age. Now the two of them were seventeen years old, and 


although things weren’t always easy, their life was theirs. And Tubbo was happier than he 
ever thought he could be. 


Until Ranboo got sick. 


Ranboo had always had a more delicate constitution than other kids their age. He couldn’t 
run for long periods of time, Tubbo always had to carry heavy things for him, and sometimes 
laughing too hard was enough to send him gasping for breath. Him getting sick for a week or 
two at a time was nothing unusual. But this new illness was different. 


It started off as a cough. Such a small thing, yet it went from an occasional cough here and 
there, to Ranboo coming close to passing out from coughing fits that lasted far too long to be 
normal. It was getting to the point where they were both losing sleep from Ranboo’s pained 
lungs, and the resident doctor of the village apologized when her medicines did little to ease 
things. 


That was when Tubbo remembered something his grandmother had taught him when he was 
young. She told him that before the forest had become forbidden, sometimes people would 
venture into its depths to find herbs to help them when they were sick. Certain plants that 
only grew next to streams and under rocks were said to help with illnesses, so maybe if the 
doctor's medicines weren’t working, he could use those plants to help Ranboo. 


He still had his grandmother’s plant-identification book. The pages had gone soft with time, 
the detailed illustrations blurring in certain spots, but still clear enough to identify which 
plant as what, and how exactly to use it. It would work perfectly for his needs. 


It was risky, but not as risky as it could have been. There was only one person left in the 
village who claimed to have been there on the day of the fae’s wrath, so the rules regarding 
the forest weren’t enforced as strictly as they had once been. Tubbo would still have to sneak 
out to go there, but if he got caught, he would likely just get a slap on the wrist and nothing 
more. 


Ranboo didn’t agree with him. 


“Are you crazy?” Ranboo asked after Tubbo had explained his plan one night, excitedly 
bouncing up and down on his toes as he clutched his grandmother’s plant identifying book in 
his hands. “You know the forest is dangerous!” 


“What am I in danger from? The wolves? I’m gonna go during the day, stupid,” Tubbo 
snorted, setting the book down on the foot of Ranboo’s bed. 


Ranboo shook his head. “I’m not worried about wolves. I’m worried about faeries!” 


Tubbo raised a single eyebrow at him. “Oh come on now, Boo. Don’t tell me you actually 
believe all that bullshit about the fae?” 


“You don’t?” 


Tubbo shook his head. “Of course I don’t! They just don’t want people getting lost in there.” 


“But you don’t-” Ranboo was cut off by a loud cough, and Tubbo winced at the hacking as he 
waited for Ranboo to catch his breath. “You don’t know that for sure,” he finished, his voice 
a bit rougher than it had been moments before. 


“Look, I’ve lived next to that forest my entire life and I’ve never seen anything in there 
except the occasional squirrel. Trust me, there’s nothing to be afraid of.” 


Ranboo sighed. “I don’t want you going in there. At least not-” Another cough, and Ranboo’s 
knuckles turned white as he gripped his bedsheets. “Not alone.” 


“Well, I can’t take you with me. I gotta sneak out there before dawn and everyone in the 
whole village is gonna wake up if you try to follow,” Tubbo explained, shoving his hands in 
his pockets. 


Flushing, Ranboo ducked his eyes to the ground. “I know, and I hate it. I feel like I can’t do 
anything because of this stupid cough.” His voice had softened now, losing the frustrated 
edge that had been there earlier. 


Tubbo furrowed his brows and settled on the edge of the mattress, feeling Ranboo’s 
outstretched legs bump against his back. “That’s why I’m doing this. I’m gonna find you 
these plants and they’ll make your cough go away.” 


“But what if they don’t? And what if something happens to you in there?” 


Ranboo’s mismatched brown and green eyes were bright with worry, and Tubbo hated 
making him nervous like this. But that cough clearly wasn’t going to get better on its own. 


“It’s our only option at this point, so I think it’s worth a shot. And nothing’s going to happen 
to me. I swear.” Tubbo kept his eyes on his hands as he spoke, because direct eye contact had 
a tendency to make Ranboo nervous. 


The hand clutching the bedsheets loosened just a bit. 


“Just... be careful, okay? Watch where you’re walking and make sure you don’t step in a 
faerie ring.” 


Huffing, Tubbo reached out to grab Ranboo’s hand, and gave it a reassuring squeeze. 


“T promise I won’t step in the completely natural circle of mushrooms that forests sometimes 
have,” Tubbo said, giving Ranboo a cheesy grin. “Just for you, Boo.” 


Ranboo rolled his eyes. “You owe me one after I did all the laundry today. It took me ages to 
get those grass stains out of your pants.” 


“You always do the laundry for us!” Tubbo protested. “And of course I get grass stains on my 
pants. I have a garden!” 


“Hmm, you still owe me one.” 


“No I don’t!” 


“Yes you do. I’m a poor sick boy and you should feel sorry for me.” 
“Oh you fucking-” 


The laughter from the small house echoed throughout the village, spilling out like the warm 
orange light of their fireplace. 


And maybe if something in the forest shifted in response to the laughter, well, no one was 
around to see it. 


The next morning, Tubbo snuck out at dawn. 


The sun was just beginning to poke its face above the horizon. The sky was a soft shade of 
grey, streaks of pink and purple smeared across it like paint on a canvas. Boots thumped 
against dew-covered grass as a boy sprinted towards the forest, keeping his eyes on the 
morning dewdrops and not on the warm house he was leaving behind. 


Tubbo had a basket in one hand, and his plant identifying book in the other. He would gather 
as much as he could until the sun set, then he would sneak back to his house under the cloak 
of night. It would be easy. 


He hoped. 


Soft grass changed from shades of pale green to something much darker as Tubbo neared the 
edge of the forest. His footsteps slowed as flowers sprung up around his feet, and when 
Tubbo reached the treeline, he couldn’t help but pause. 


In light of the rising sun, the shadows that usually twisted between the trees like animals 
stalking their next meal were absent. Instead, all Tubbo could see were moss-covered trunks 
and a nearly forgotten path trailing deep into the trees. 


It wasn’t like Tubbo was afraid of the forest. Unlike Ranboo, he definitely did not believe in 
faeries. In fact, he didn’t even know much about what faeries were. All he really understood 
was that they were immortal beings made of magic who liked to fuck people over and steal 
kids if they felt like it. Yeah, it didn't really sound all that realistic to Tubbo. 


So he wasn’t afraid. He just... had never set foot in the forest before. And with his 
grandmother’s warnings ringing in his ears, it was difficult for him to convince himself to 
cross the threshold. 


“Tf you enter the forest, Tubbo, I can promise you that you will never return, ” his 
grandmother whispered in the back of his mind. 


No. He was going to return because he had to go back to Ranboo. Nothing was going to trap 
him there. 


So Tubbo took a deep breath, and stepped into the trees. 


And nothing happened. 


Glancing around, Tubbo waited for something. He wasn’t sure what he was waiting for. 
Maybe a strange wind to blow? Or someone to yell at him for stepping into the forest? He felt 
like there should’ve been something to signal that he’d fucked up and gone somewhere he 
shouldn’t have. 


But there was nothing. Yellow light spilled onto the faded path in front of him, beckoning 
him, as if it were telling him where to go. There were no wolves, no shadows, and no fae to 
be seen. 


Yeah, Tubbo knew that was a load of shit. 
Tubbo took off onto the path with a spring in his step and a grin on his face. 


The forest was actually quite beautiful, Tubbo mused as the morning sun began to rise over 
his head. More sunlight created dappled shadows in front of him, while birds sang in the 
branches above his head. Tubbo kept his eyes on the ground, focusing on matching imprints 
in the mossy path that had almost been lost to time. He wondered how long it had been since 
someone had walked this path. Probably a hundred years, give or take. 


Tubbo wondered if the lost child was the last person to walk this path. While Tubbo doubted 
the existence of the fae, he never doubted that the lost child had been real. The child most 
likely wandered off into the forest one night and got himself eaten by wolves, and that was 
where the story had come from. 


Oh god. What if Tubbo found his bones in the forest? That would be fucked up. 
Suppressing a shiver at the thought, Tubbo continued along the path. 


He kept an eye out for a bush with fuzzy, oval leaves and delicate white and pink flowers. 
Thyme was apparently a great remedy for coughs, and it could easily be made into a tea to 
drink. It was exactly what he needed for Ranboo, and he planned to collect as much of it as 
possible before the sun set. 


But as he followed the path deeper into the depths of the forest, Tubbo began to grow 
frustrated. There were plenty of plants, sure. Clusters of bright red berries, a few white- 
capped mushroom heads poking up from the dirt, but he couldn’t find a plant that matched 
the drawing of thyme. 


Glancing up at the sky, Tubbo saw the sun was nowhere near high noon, so it was still 
morning. At least he had plenty of time. 


So he followed the path deeper, trusting that he would be able to follow it back to get home. 
As he walked, the forest around him seemed to wake up with the rising sun. More birdsong 
joined the first chirps he had heard, creating a symphony above his head that sang in time 
with the rustling of the leaves. He laughed when a squirrel scurried up a tree trunk right next 
to his head, and bit back a yelp when a small mouse ran across his feet only to leap back into 
the underbrush as if he wasn’t even there. 


Ranboo would love this place. Maybe Tubbo could bring him there when he got better, after 
he had proved to Ranboo it didn’t have any fae in it. They could sit under a patch of shade, 
nibbling on bread and vegetables and watch the birds fly above their heads. 


Tubbo was so lost in his thoughts about Ranboo that he didn’t even see the clearing until the 
bright sunlight made him wince. 


The path led to a meadow, it seemed. The place was covered in tall grass that gently brushed 
Tubbo’s calves, with wildflowers dotted in between the gold and green fronds. In the meadow 
there was a single tree, far away from all the others that circled the empty space. Long roots 
spilled out from under it, twisting into the earth like an ancient creature that was waiting to be 
awakened. It’s heavy branches created a dark patch of shade next to its trunk, and as the 
morning sun made sweat bead on the back of Tubbo’s neck, he figured that would be a good 
place to take his break. 


Tubbo was watching his feet as he walked to make sure he didn’t miss a small cluster of 
thyme by accident. It was then he noticed small, fat bees buzzing between the flowers, and a 
wide grin split his face at the sight. 


He’d always loved the bees who came to pollinate his garden. Tubbo would let them crawl up 
his fingers, leaving out sugar water for them to snack on in case they got tired. Now Tubbo 
was walking extra carefully, making sure he didn’t accidentally step on a bee that was just 
trying to do its job. 


In the end, this was his saving grace, because this was the only reason he didn’t step into the 
ring of mushrooms that Ranboo had warned him about the night before. 


As soon as Tubbo spotted the mushrooms, he froze. He was so close to the shade that the tree 
provided now, but it was just out of reach behind the ring of white-capped mushrooms that 
surrounded its trunk. 


The temptation to step inside the ring and lean against the sturdy trunk to rest his sore feet 
was unbelievably strong. But Tubbo had made a promise to Ranboo, hadn’t he? Even if he 
thought faerie rings were bullshit, Ranboo would probably give himself a stroke if he knew 
Tubbo entered one. Besides, he could find plenty of shade in the forest. 


So he forced himself to take a step back from the ring, and turned on his heel to scurry back 
to the safety of the tree canopy. 


But then there was a voice. 
“Wait! Where are you going?” 


Tubbo froze mid step, his heart leaping up to his throat. Who the hell would be in the forest? 
No one entered the forest. And why was the voice coming from right behind him where he’d 
been staring at the empty faerie ring only seconds before? 


Maybe it was a hallucination. Maybe Ranboo’s paranoia was getting to him and he was just 
imagining things- 


“Hello? Can you even hear me, dipshit?” 
Well, guess Tubbo had to turn around. 


It was fine. He was going to turn around and just see a guy who had been hiking through the 
forest just like he was, and they were going to laugh about the coincidence before going their 
separate ways. 


When Tubbo turned to face the faerie ring though, all the laughter died in his throat as he saw 
the creature standing in the shade of the tree. 


Tubbo’s first thought was that the boy looked like he could be the same age as him. 


Tubbo’s second thought was that that thing was definitely not human, and probably wasn’t 
the same age as him either. 


At first glance, the creature looked like a teenage boy. He was tall—taller than Tubbo, but 
still shorter than Ranboo—and was wearing some of the fanciest clothes Tubbo had ever 
seen. His waistcoat was the color of pomegranate seeds, and his jacket on top was a rich 
shade of blueberry. Gold rings encrusted with precious gems adorned his fingers, and as 
Tubbo’s eyes trailed up, he noticed a literal emerald wrapped in gold chain hanging from the 
boy’s ear. 


Oh god, his ears. 


The boy had pointed ears. Like, literal pointed ears. His hair could’ve been made out of spun 
gold, it was so curly and bright. But his eyes were what caught Tubbo’s attention the most. 
They were unnaturally bright blue, looking exactly like an azure summer sky. But it was 
more than that. They weren’t just the same shade of blue as the sky, but Tubbo swore he 
could see puffy white clouds moving across his irises as if he was literally staring into a 
summer sky. 


The boy smiled, and his teeth were razor sharp. Something inside of Tubbo screamed. 


It was his instincts. The long buried survival instincts of prey animals when they came face to 
face with their natural predator. 


Tubbo needed to get the fuck away from this thing. That’s what his instincts were telling him. 


But Tubbo couldn’t move. He felt as though his boots had sprouted roots, anchoring him to 
the earth so he could be swallowed up by the grass. 


This had to be a fae. 


Tubbo waited. He wasn’t sure if he was waiting for the faerie to speak to him or attack him, 
but he couldn’t do anything at that moment but wait. 


Then, the fae spoke. 


“Uh... are you gonna say something? Or are you just gonna stare at me like I’ve got three 
heads?” 


And somehow that’s what broke the fear that had wrapped Tubbo’s body like a vice. Hearing 
this faerie say something so normal in that strange, bell-like voice of his. 


“Are you a fae?” Tubbo blurted out without thinking. 
The boy blinked, and the smile fell from his face as confusion took its place. 
“I mean... it’s kinda fucking obvious, innit?” The boy shrugged, gesturing to himself. 


Tubbo blinked. Well, yeah, he supposed it was obvious given the pointed ears and the sharp 
teeth. It was almost like someone had searched up how to make a costume of a faerie and- 


Wait. 


This had to be a prank. The boy looked so stereotypically like what you would imagine a 
faerie to look like, he had to be trying to play a joke on Tubbo. Maybe this was why the 
village had so many legends about faeries. Maybe there was some family that lived in the 
woods and liked to dress up as fae to fuck with people. 


That made so much more sense. 

Suddenly, all the fear left Tubbo’s body as he smirked at the boy. 
“I mean, it’s a nice costume, I guess,” Tubbo shrugged. 

The boy frowned. “What the fuck do you mean by ‘costume’?” 


“I’m not stupid. I know faeries aren’t real,” Tubbo snorted, taking a step closer to the faerie 
ring. “Like I said, your costume is good, but I’m not gonna be tricked by it.” 


“What the- you think I’m not a real fae?!” The boy demanded, narrowing his eyes at Tubbo. 
“Of course faeries are real!” 


“Nah, I don’t think they are,” Tubbo said, now laughing at the boy’s frustration. “It’s okay, 
you look really good, I promise! You almost had me there for a second! I’m sure the next kid 
who wanders through here is gonna go crazy over your whole schtick.” 


The boy’s eyes narrowed further, and those prey instincts flared up inside Tubbo again. He 
shoved them down, refusing to get scared because a boy in a stupid costume was glaring at 
him. 

“You want me to prove I’m a fae?” The boy asked, something dark entering his voice. 


Surely he was bullshitting? 


“Yeah, okay, sure. Prove to me you’re fae,” Tubbo laughed, folding his arms over his chest. 


A sharp grin spread across the boy’s face. He lifted a hand and pointed it at Tubbo, and 
before Tubbo could ask what he was doing, he snapped his fingers. 


Then there was a blinding pain in Tubbo’s head. 


Crying out, he collapsed into the flowers as he twisted his fingers into his hair. Sharp, hot 
pain was radiating throughout his skull, and Tubbo could barely think as he struggled to 
breathe. The pain was centered more near the front of his head, and as he blindly searched 
through his hair with his hands to figure out what the fuck was happening, his fingers hit 
something hard and he froze. 


Tubbo could barely breathe as he felt something grow out of his head. The pain was less 
blinding than it had been seconds before, but his head still ached as the strange nubs rose 
from his skull and out of his hair. 


By the time the pain faded completely, Tubbo was drenched in sweat, his heart pounding in 
his ears. The boy was laughing like a hyena, clutching his chest with one hand and pointing 
at Tubbo with the other. 


m? 


“You should’ ve seen your face!” The boy howled, his sky eyes scrunched up. 
“What... What did you do to me?” Tubbo asked, his voice hoarse. 


“See for yourself,” the boy told him. Then, he waved his hand, and a mirror appeared in front 
of Tubbo, just floating mid air like it was the most normal thing in the world. 


Tubbo barely even acknowledged the fact that a mirror had just appeared out of thin air 
though when he took in his appearance. 


For the most part, he looked the same. The scars on the right side of his face were a bit more 
prominent than normal because of how pale his skin was, but otherwise he seemed the same. 


Except for the fucking goat horns. 


A sharp pair of horns jutted out of his hair. His fingers trembled as he reached up to touch 
them, gasping when they were just as solid as they appeared in the mirror. 


A wave of nausea rolled over him as he met the boy-the faerie s$ eyes again. 


“What the fuck did you do to me?!” Tubbo screamed, scrambling away from the edge of the 
faerie ring. 


The mirror disappeared, and the boy’s grin only grew. “What can I say? You were being a 
stubborn bitch who wanted me to prove I was a fae, so I decided to give you some horns to 
match your stubbornness.” 


“Well, take them away!” Tubbo yelled, his heart racing in his chest. How the fuck was he 
supposed to explain this to the village? He couldn’t hide the horns. He would have to tell 
them he went to the forest and got cursed by a fucking fae and of course Ranboo wasn’t 


going to let him live that down and the villeragers were probably going to be furious with 
him and- and- 


“Holy shit, dude, calm down,” the fae said, eyes growing wide when Tubbo began to 
hyperventilate. “Don’t worry, we can work something out.” 


“Can-Can we?” Tubbo asked, struggling to catch his breath. 


“Yeah, of course we can!” The boy kneeled down in the faerie ring so they were at the same 
level since Tubbo was still on the ground. “We’ll make a deal. I take away the horns, and in 
exchange you give me your name.” 


Tubbo’s hyperventilating got put on pause as he frowned at the fae. He wanted to know 
Tubbo’s name? That seemed... strangely easy. 


But then again, maybe fae got lonely? No one had been in this forest for a long time, Tubbo 
knew that. There had to be a reason faeries could appear in faerie rings like this. Maybe they 
liked to talk to humans? 


Well, either way, he was only telling the faerie his name, right? What was the harm in that? 
“My name is Tubbo.” 


The fae blinked, the smile falling from his face again. He stared at Tubbo in silence and 
Tubbo squirmed under his gaze, counting the seconds in his head as he waited for the fae to 
say something. 


One second. 
Two. 
Three. 


“You really don’t know shit about the fae, do you?” Unlike before, there was no teasing in the 
fae’s voice. He actually sounded... concerned? 


“Um... not really,” Tubbo admitted. “I thought that was obvious.” 


The faerie’s frown deepened. “Do you even know what happens when you give a fae your 
name?” 


Tubbo shook his head. “Am I not supposed to do that?” 


The faerie stared at him for a beat, before sighing and pinching the bridge of his nose. 
“Tubbo, what are you doing out in the forest anyway?” 


“T was, uh, looking for some thyme,” he explained, noticing that the basket had been 
discarded in the grass during his panic. 


“Thyme, okay, got it. Here’s what you’re going to do: you’re gonna leave this clearing and go 
down that path that way,” he said, pointing back towards the forest, “and there should be a 
patch of thyme next to the creek. After that, you’re gonna go home, and you’re gonna find 
some old books or ask someone in the village about the basic rules of the fae, and make sure 
you ask what happens if you give a fae your name. Then, you’re gonna come back here 
tomorrow, because you’re almost definitely gonna wanna talk to me when you find that out,” 
the fae explained, the clouds in his eyes shifting as he spoke. 


“But what about the horns?” Tubbo asked, still able to feel the weight of them on his head. 


The fae blinked. “Oh, shit, yeah.” He waved his hand and suddenly the weight disappeared. 
When Tubbo lifted his hands up to his head, all he felt was his hair, and he breathed a sigh of 
relief. 


“Thanks,” Tubbo muttered, running his hands through his now horn-free head. “So, um, I just 
go home and ask about name giving and then I come back here tomorrow?” 


“Yup. Pll see you then.” 


And then, in the blink of an eye, the faerie was gone. Tubbo rubbed at his eyes a few times, 
wondering how the fae had done that, before resigning himself to it being magic, as stupid as 
that was. 


Following the fae’s instructions, Tubbo found the creek without much trouble, and spotted 
the patch of thyme just as he had said. He collected as much as he could, and noticed the sky 
was already starting to grow dark overhead. That was strange. Although it hadn’t felt as 
though he’d been speaking to the faerie for a long time, the day was nearly finished now, and 
Tubbo had to rush to get back to the village. 


The shadows had grown larger now, writhing in the spaces between the trees in a way that 
sent shivers down Tubbo’s spine. It was as if he could feel eyes boring into the back of his 
head, watching him, a predator lying in wait for opportunity to strike. 


By the time Tubbo found the treeline again, the sky had gone completely dark. There were 
soft pinpricks of light in the dark void, stars twinkling in like gems above his head. 


Keeping his head down, Tubbo rushed back into the village, keeping an eye out to make sure 
no one spotted him. As soon as he got to his front door, he darted inside, nearly slamming the 
door behind him before slumping against the wood in relief. 


He’d made it home. Somehow, despite his encounter with the fae, he’d made it back alive. 
“Tubbo?” 


Ranboo’s worried voice startled Tubbo out of his relief-induced stupor. Blinking open his 
eyes, he found his friend curled up on their small couch in front of the fireplace, a worn book 
resting in his hands. 


“Uh, hey Boo,” Tubbo greeted, setting down his basket of thyme and shuffling towards the 
couch. 


“Did you find the herbs you were looking for?” Ranboo asked, glancing at the basket. 
Tubbo nodded. “Yup! We can make tea out of that and it should help your cough.” 


Instead of smiling at this news, Ranboo instead narrowed his eyes at Tubbo. “Did something 
happen? You seem off.” 


Well... something definitely happened, but Tubbo wasn’t sure if he wanted to tell Ranboo 
about his run in with the fae. 


Firstly, Ranboo would be smug as fuck knowing that he’d been right all along, and Tubbo 
really didn’t want to give him the satisfaction. Secondly, Tubbo knew how much of a 
worrywart Ranboo could be, and if he found out that Tubbo had pissed off a fae, the boy 
would probably make himself even more sick just because of the anxiety alone. Right now, 
Ranboo needed all the strength he could get. He didn’t need to be worrying about Tubbo’s 
possible fuck up with the fae. 


So instead, Tubbo schooled his expression so it was as neutral as possible, and collapsed onto 
the couch in a boneless heap. 


“Nothing happened,” he lied, smashing his face into the cushions so Ranboo couldn’t see the 
way his lips twitched. “Nearly got lost, but I found my way out.” 


“Oh, is there no path in there?” Ranboo asked. 


“There is one, but it’s super old. You can barely see it through the bushes.” At least that part 
wasn’t a lie, but now Tubbo had to find a way to casually ask about the fae without invoking 
Ranboo’s suspicion. “But, uh, anyway, I had a bit of a random question.” 


“Uh... okay, shoot?” 


Tubbo made sure his face was still hidden in the couch cushions as he came up with the best 
way to word this. “So, like, while I was in the forest today I was thinking a lot about fae, 
since you’d been all paranoid last night about me running into one. And, like, I didn’t see 
anything weird, but I was wondering that if I were to somehow run into anything that could 
be a fae, if there’s anything I should know?” 


His voice was strained as he stammered his way through the lie. He hoped that Ranboo didn’t 
notice. 


“I thought you didn’t believe in the fae?” Ranboo asked, sounding confused. 


“I don’t! But y’know, I also didn’t believe carrots could taste good until you started cooking 
them, so I figured it wouldn’t hurt to learn about them just in case,” Tubbo tried, struggling to 
keep his voice level. 


There was a beat of silence from Ranboo, and Tubbo’s heart pounded in his chest. He really 
didn’t want Ranboo to find out what happened. His friend was already sick enough. 


“Well... I’m not an expert on fae or anything, but I’ve done some reading,” Ranboo started, 
and Tubbo let out a sigh of relief. “If you meet one you shouldn’t be rude to them, because 
they get pissed off really easily-” well, Tubbo failed step one. “You also shouldn’t thank them 
if they compliment you or give you a gift, because that turns it into a debt and they find that 
rude as well. And lastly, the most important rule is that you should never give a faerie your 
name.” 


Tubbo’s heart dropped into his stomach. 
“Um... why is that?” 


“Because names hold power,” Ranboo explained. “If you give a faerie your name, you’re 
giving them complete and total power over you. If a faerie has someone’s name, they can 
whisk that person away to the Fae Court to be their slave for hundreds of years.” 


Oh. 
Oh that was bad. 
That was really bad. 


Tubbo struggled to keep the waver out of his voice. “Is, uh, is there any way for a person to 
get their name back from a faerie if they give it to them?” 


“Well, you’d have to try and make a deal to get it back, but faerie’s are the masters of making 
deals and tricking people. Honestly, trying to make a deal with a faerie to get a name back 
might be worse than just letting the faerie own your name.” 


Oh god, Tubbo really was fucked, wasn’t he? 


“Good to know,” Tubbo said tightly, curling his hands into a fist. “P11 make sure to keep that 
in mind.” 


When Tubbo lifted his head, he saw Ranboo giving him a concerned look. In order to avoid 
his suspicious gaze, Tubbo leapt to his feet again and rushed to the kitchen, grabbing his 
basket of thyme along the way. 


“Anyway, thanks for the lesson! I wanna try making your tea now so we can see if it helps 
your cough,” Tubbo told him, desperate to change the subject. 


Although Ranboo seemed confused by Tubbo’s behavior, another coughing fit stopped him 
before he could question Tubbo further about his curiosity over the fae. Tubo wouldn’t say he 
was glad Ranboo was coughing again, but he was grateful that it gave him the perfect 
opportunity to keep the subject on a different path. 


The tea helped. Somewhat. It wasn’t by much, but Ranboo’s throat wasn’t as raw anymore, 
although his hacking continued well into the night. 


+ 


The next morning, Tubbo once again woke at dawn. He left Ranboo a note saying he was 
going to go try and find another herb for him that he’d read about in his grandmother’s book, 
one that might help more than the thyme had the night before. While he was planning on 
getting another herb for his friend though, that wasn’t the reason he was heading out into the 
forest so soon after yesterday. 


The fae had told him to come back the next day after he learned the consequences of giving 
away his name. Now that Tubbo knew, he understood that he didn’t have a choice but to 
follow that order. 


The forest welcomed him with open arms. The shadows shrunk away as the morning sun 
burst over the horizon, long fingers of sunlight stretching across the dirt and moss, almost as 
if it was reaching for Tubbo. 


This time, Tubbo didn’t waste his time wandering around, searching for the licorice plant that 
had been sketched in his grandmother’s book. Instead, he followed the path with light steps, 
his heart beating faster and faster the closer he got. 


His boots soon reached the edge of the treeline. Glancing up into the clearing, he spotted the 
fae sitting with his back against the tree, legs stretched out in front of him as he angled his 
face towards the morning sun. As soon as Tubbo took a step into the clearing, the fae’s eyes 
flickered open, revealing that summer sky gaze once more. 


The fae grinned when he spotted Tubbo, but it wasn’t a friendly thing. 


“Tubbo! There are you, my good man!” The fae exclaimed, pushing to his feet and spreading 
his arms wide. “Did you do what I told you to?” 


Swallowing down the lump in his throat, Tubbo nodded. “I did. I found out what happens 
when you give a fae your name,” he said quietly. 


“Didn’t like what you found out, eh?” The faerie asked, sounding as if he wanted to laugh, 
but was holding it back for Tubbo’s sake. 


Gritting his teeth, Tubbo forced himself to meet the faerie’s eyes. “So what was the fucking 
point? Of letting me go home and learn how I’m basically gonna be your slave now? Was it 
just to mock me?” 


The faerie blinked a few times, as if he was surprised by Tubbo’s outburst. “Uh, no. I kinda 
wanted you to go home because I didn’t think you’d believe me if I told you what giving 
your name to a faerie does to you, considering I had to give you goat horns to even prove to 
you I was fae.” 


Well... that was fair. Tubbo didn’t trust that the fae was telling the truth, but still, he probably 
wouldn’t have believed the fae if he told him outright. 


“Okay, well now I know. So are you going to take me away to the Fae Court now?” Tubbo 
asked, hating this game of walking on eggshells and just wanting to just rip the band-aid off 
so he could deal with the consequences of his fuck up. 


The faerie stared at him for a moment, cocking his head to the side as he considered him. 
Then, after a few beats, he shrugged and shook his head. “Nah, I don’t think I will.” 


huh. 
“What?” 


“I said I’m not gonna take you to the Fae Court,” the faerie repeated, settling back down 
against the tree. 


That didn’t make sense. According to Ranboo, this faerie now had complete power over 
Tubbo and could enslave him at the slightest whim. Fae were supposed to be evil, right? 
That’s why Ranboo had been so worried about Tubbo going into the forest. That’s why the 
village was so terrified of the fair folk. 


“Why not?” Tubbo asked, frowning at him. 


The faerie shrugged again. “To be totally honest, I just feel kinda bad for you. Like, I’ve 
heard of ten year olds who are able to keep up with the fae, and you just gave me your name 
without even thinking twice. That was just sad, man.” 


Tubbo wasn’t sure if he should be offended by that or not. 


“I just didn’t know the rules! I’m not stupid or anything!” Tubbo argued, scowling at the 
faerie. 


“Eh, you kinda are,” the fae said. “What, do you want me to kidnap you or something?” 


Tubbo’s eyes widened. “No! No, I’m totally fine with not being kidnapped. A-okay with that. 
Definitely prefer it that way.” Was the fae telling the truth? He didn’t see why the creature 
would lie, considering he had all the power over Tubbo and Tubbo couldn’t do anything 
about it. 


The faerie snorted. “Consider yourself lucky that I’m the one you told your name to. I know 
that if you’d met anyone else in my family, you would be in the Fae Court by now.” 


Tubbo nodded. “Thank-” he cut himself off, remembering Ranboo’s words from the day 
before about thanking fae. “I mean, uh...” he trailed off, trying to figure out a different way 
to word how grateful he was that the faerie was being so merciful to him. 


The faerie watched as he struggled for the word, an amused grin quirking his lips. “Instead of 
saying thank you, it’s better to say something like, ‘I appreciate what you’ve done’ or 
something like that.” 


Okay, that made sense. 


“IĮ appreciate your, uh, kindness... sir,” he stammered, unsure of how to refer to the fae. 
“<Sir’? Jesus christ, I’m not that old,” the faerie laughed. “You’re like, what, sixteen?” 
“Seventeen,” Tubbo corrected. 


“Dude, I’m basically the same age as you. At least by fae standards. So don’t call me sir. It’s 
fucking weird.” 


Tubbo flushed at his mistake. “Sorry, uh, I just didn’t know how I should refer to you.” 


“Well, you don’t need to call me sir. Obviously I’m not giving you my name, but if you want 
you can call me...” he trailed off, tapping his chin in thought, before his eyes lit up. “Big 
Man!” 


“T’m not calling you Big Man,” Tubbo said immediately. 


“Aw c’mon! I’m such a Big Man though, don’t you see?!” The faerie exclaimed, gesturing to 
himself. “I’m taller than you, that oughta count for something.” 


“My roommate is taller than you though, and I don’t call him Big Man,” Tubbo deadpanned. 


“Bet he’s not taller than Wi-” The faerie sharply cut himself off, slamming his mouth shut 
and shaking his head for a moment. “Shit, uh, I bet he’s not taller than... someone in my 
family.” 


“And you’re making fun of me for not knowing fae rules?” Maybe Tubbo shouldn’t have 
been teasing the fae so much, but if he had wanted to hurt Tubbo, he could’ve done it a 
thousand times over by now. 


“Shut the fuck up!” The faerie snapped. “Anyway, thank you for bringing up fae rules 
because that reminded me of something I wanted to ask you about.” He paused, settling 
himself back against the tree trunk so he looked completely relaxed once more. “You clearly 
don’t know any fae rules, and in a magic forest like this, that could get you killed. So if you 
want, I can do you a favor and teach you all the rules about interacting with the fae so that if 
you meet someone else that’s not as wonderfully kind and merciful as I am, you won’t get 
fucked over. How does that sound?” 


Huh. The fae was offering to teach him the rules? That could be really helpful. Now that 
Tubbo knew that Ranboo was right and fae were, in fact, real, the last thing he wanted was to 
land himself in another shit out of luck situation. He’d gotten lucky with this faerie, but that 
didn’t mean the next one would be the same. 


“Yeah, I’d appreciate that a lot, actually,” Tubbo said, smiling at the faerie. 


The faerie grinned right back at him, sharp teeth on full display. “You’ve already failed your 
first lesson!” He said cheerfully. 


Tubbo blinked. “Huh?” 


“Lesson one: don’t ever accept favors from the fae. It puts you in our debt,” the faerie told 
him. 


“Ah, fuck me!” Tubbo groaned. 


The faerie laughed aloud, and Tubbo couldn’t help but notice how reminiscent the sound was 
to wind chimes. 


Tubbo didn’t end up getting the licorice that day. He spent the rest of the day in the clearing, 
listening to the faerie’s advice between bouts of banter and laughter. Time dripped by like 
rain drops falling off a leaf, the summer sun baking against Tubbo’s back while wildflowers 
cradled his hands. 


That night, Ranboo questioned his sun-flushed cheeks and the laughter on his tongue, but 
Tubbo brushed it off as having accidentally fallen asleep in a meadow. He made Ranboo 
more of tea made from thyme, and promised he would try harder to find the licorice 
tomorrow. 
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With the faerie’s help, Tubbo found the licorice plants, and dug his hands into the cool, soft 
earth to collect their roots. After his herbs were collected, he spent the rest of the sunlit day in 
the clearing, listening to the fae and committing all of his advice to heart. 


The faerie’s words were bright, and full of life. When he spoke, it was as if Tubbo was 
watching a dance performance, with swooping musical notes and rapid-fire movement from 
all around. The faerie’s laugh reminded him of birdsong and wind chimes, and it was 
impossible to listen to without wanting to join in on the fun. 


His days were now filled with the scent of flowers in his nose, the taste of sugar in his mouth, 
and the feeling of sunlight warming him from the inside out. Although he couldn’t visit the 
clearing every day, Tubbo was surprised to find how badly he wanted to. Being around the 
faerie wasn’t just useful, but he was genuinely fun to hang out with. He got Tubbo’s sense of 
humor just as well as Ranboo did, and was able to fire back sharp, but ultimately harmless 
insults that made Tubbo laugh so hard his stomach got sore. 


As time went on, the faerie began to tell Tubbo stories of the Fae Court. How the air itself 
shimmered as though flecks of gold fluttered in the breeze. How breathing in would grant one 
the taste of strawberries and pomegranates on their tongue. How precious gems could be 
found hanging from every leaf, branch, and petal in sight. 


The faerie didn’t speak of his family. Not after that one slip up he almost made during their 
second meeting. Tubbo didn’t mind. He didn’t bring up Ranboo to the faerie either. It just 


wasn’t necessary. 


One day when Tubbo’s head was cradled by soft grass and streaks of sunlight painted his 
cheeks, when the fae’s gold-spun hair sat inches from his with only a few mushrooms sitting 
between them, Tubbo voiced a random thought. 


“I don’t get why everyone in the village is so scared of the fae,” Tubbo said, watching a puffy 
white cloud lazily trail by in the sky above his head. “I know you said you’re all tricksters, 
but my grandmother always acted like you guys were monsters who would tear someone’s 
throat out with your teeth.” 


The faerie made a questioning noise, his eyes also focused on the sky that was mirrored in his 
own gaze. “Did something happen with the fae before to make your village so scared of 
them?” There was something strange in his voice as he asked this, but Tubbo couldn’t 
identify what it was. 


“Well, according to my grandmother, she said that nearly a hundred years ago when she was 
really young, some faerie showed up and killed a shit ton of people,” Tubbo explained, gaze 
following a particularly fat cloud that reminded Tubbo of a bee. “Apparently there was this 
little boy that kept going into the forest, and someone claimed to see him talking to a faerie. 
So the village thought he was a changeling and tied him up or something to make the fae 
come take him back. When the faerie eventually did show up, he was pissed as hell that they 
tied him up, especially since he wasn’t even an actual changeling, and the faerie used his 
magic to kill, like, ten people.” He squinted, struggling to remember the details. “I think he 
also mutilated some people? I dunno, my grandmother said several people lost limbs.” 


The faerie was strangely quiet for a moment, and Tubbo noticed he was tapping his fingers 
against his chest. 


“They just tied him up? And nothing else?” The fae asked eventually. 


Tubbo shrugged. “That’s all my grandmother said they did. What, do you think they hurt the 
kid or something?” 


“I dunno. I just don’t see why that fae would’ve gotten so violent if all they did to the boy 
was tie him up,” the faerie pointed out, still speaking in that strange tone. “Fair folk don’t get 
violent like that unless we have good reason to.” 


Frowning, Tubbo rolled over onto his stomach so he could look at the fae, and saw there were 
more clouds covering the blue of his eyes than before. 


“You alright?” Tubbo asked. 


The faerie blinked before smiling at Tubbo, although the clouds in his eyes didn’t go away. 
“Oh, I’m fine! I was just wondering how dumb you had to be to hear a story like that and still 
not bother to learn the rules of the fae.” 


Tubbo scowled. “Hey man! I thought it was a scary story parents just told the kids in the 
village so they wouldn’t go wandering off in the woods! I didn’t think it could actually have 


1? 


been real 
The faerie snorted. “If it wasn’t real what happened to the kid then?” 


Huffing, Tubbo rolled his eyes. “I had always just figured the kid probably got lost in the 
forest and got eaten by wolves or something.” 


“But you don’t think that anymore?” 


Tubbo shrugged. “I mean, considering now that I know faeries are real I’m more inclined to 
believe the story. Though I dunno where he would’ve taken the kid after killing all those 
villagers.” 


The faerie hummed and sat up, bringing his knees to his chest. “He would’ve brought him to 
the Fae Court,” he said quietly, twisting a blade of grass around his finger. “Probably raised 
him as fae.” 


“You can do that? Like, not enslave a human, but just bring them to the Fae Court to live?” 
Tubbo asked, furrowing his brows. 


The fae smiled at him, and there was something in his eyes that told Tubbo there was some 
joke he wasn’t getting with this conversation. 


“Yeah, you can do that.” 
<% 


More time passed. Tubbo split his week into spending half his time in the forest with his 
faerie friend, and spending the other half tending to his garden and to Ranboo. 


Despite regularly drinking both thyme and licorice root tea, and despite Tubbo still going out 
to find other herbal remedies, Ranboo’s cough was only getting worse. His voice was 
permanently hoarse now, and sometimes he wouldn’t speak at all, preferring to write stuff 
down instead of risking another coughing fit. He’d gotten pale, and the slightest breeze could 
make him start shivering. 


Tubbo hated it. He hated how no matter what herbs he gathered, nothing was helping. He 
hated the worry that settled in his bones every time he left the house, wondering if he was 
going to come back to Ranboo having passed out on the floor. 


He still came to the forest though. Both to keep finding new herbs in the hopes that he’d find 
the miracle cure if he kept looking, and because he knew that his nerves would be shot if he 
hovered over Ranboo’s shoulder 24/7. 


But although the faerie always knew just how to make him laugh until he couldn’t breathe, or 
had an amazing story to tell him from the Fae Court to distract him from his problems, it was 
getting harder for Tubbo to pretend like everything was normal around his new friend. 


Could he call the fae a friend? Tubbo wanted to. He felt like they were friends, but he wasn’t 
sure how friendship worked with creatures like the fae. 


Either way, when Tubbo trudged into the clearing early one morning, he couldn’t even bother 
to force a smile on his face when the fae appeared in the faerie ring. The night before, 
Ranboo had been coughing for so long, he’d actually passed out for a few seconds from lack 
of air. Tubbo had been panicking, but Ranboo had gasped back into consciousness after a few 
beats of silence, and after that Tubbo practically forced several spoonfuls of honey down his 
throat to try and help his body calm down. 


Instead of smiling to greet the fae, he just plopped down on the grass right against the 
mushroom border, resting his head on top of a particularly soft patch of grass. 


“Is something wrong, Tubster?” The faerie asked, giving him a worried frown. Once again, 
there were a few more clouds than usual in his eyes. 


Over time, Tubbo had figured out how to interpret the clouds in the faerie’s eyes. The more 
clouds he had, the more upset he was about something. Whether that meant he was worried 
about Tubbo, or thinking about something he didn’t want to, Tubbo could usually tell how 
bad it was by how much blue he could see in his irises. If there were a few puffy clouds here 
and there, that usually meant he was in a good mood. But he had yet to see what the fae was 
like when his eyes were completely overcast. 


“Nothing’s wrong,” Tubbo reassured, hoping it would chase some of the clouds away. “Just 
tired.” 


The faerie frowned at him. “You’re lying.” 


“Fuck off, you can’t even lie so how can you tell?” Tubbo grumbled, throwing an arm over 
his face. 


“T mean, I can lie a little bit,” the faerie snorted. “But even if I couldn’t, you’re a shit liar 
either way.” 


Tubbo frowned. “What do you mean you can lie a little bit? I thought fae couldn’t lie at all?” 


“I’m just special like that,” The faerie grinned. “But don’t try to change the subject. Why are 
you upset?” 


Glaring at the faerie, Tubbo tried to think of a way he could brush this off. He could just say 
he’d gotten into a fight with someone, or that one of his plants died unexpectedly. But the 
more he thought about it, the more Tubbo realized... he wanted to tell the faerie about 
Ranboo. He wanted someone to vent his worries to about this whole situation, someone to 
listen as he tried to spit out all of the anxious thoughts that had been circling his head for 
weeks. 


At this point, the faerie could’ve killed or enslaved him about a thousand times over, but he 
hadn’t. There was no reason for Tubbo to think the faerie was going to harm him. 


Tubbo could trust him. 


“My friend is sick,” he finally admitted, staring at the clouds above his head tinted with 
shades of orange and pink. “He’s been sick for months now, and he’s not getting better.” 


The faerie stared at him for a moment, before realization dawned on his face. “Wait, you’ve 
been collecting thyme, licorice roots, marshmallow roots- those are all medicinal herbs! 
You’ve been getting those for him, haven’t you?” 


Nodding, Tubbo folded his hands over his stomach. “Yeah. He’s got a nasty cough that won’t 
go away, and I’m starting to get really scared at how bad it’s becoming.” 


“Do you know what it is?” The faerie asked. 


Tubbo shook his head. “The town doctor said she had no idea what it could be, and none of 
her medicine helps either.” He took a shaky breath, remembering the few heart-pounding 
seconds where Ranboo had been limp in his arms, not breathing. “Last night he- he was 
coughing so badly, and I was trying so hard to help him breathe but his fit went on for so long 
that he just-” Tubbo’s voice cracked, and he winced. “He stopped breathing completely! And 
he woke up only a few seconds later, but I was so scared that he was dead and sometimes I 
get so freaked out thinking about what would happen if he has another fit like that when I’m 
not home and he can barely even sleep anymore because he coughs so much and-” 


“Tubbo.” The faerie’s voice cut into his thoughts, yanking him out of his spiral. “Take a deep 
breath. You’re starting to freak out.” 


Listening to the faerie, Tubbo struggled to fill his lungs up, and wondered if this was how 
Ranboo felt all the time now. He did it again, and again at the faerie’s urging. Then, the knot 
in his chest loosened, and the tears that had been building in his eyes faded away. 


After a few more minutes of this, Tubbo sat upright. 
“I appreciate your help,” he told the faerie, giving him a weak smile. 


“Of course,” the faerie smiled back. “I honestly feel kinda bad that you’ve been dealing with 
this the whole time we’ve known each other and I had no idea.” 


Tubbo shrugged. “It’s fine. I’m the one who didn’t say anything.” 
“Why didn’t you mention this before?” The faerie asked, furrowing his brows. 


“T mean... I guess I just didn’t know if I could trust you with something like this until now,” 
he confessed, staring at the ground. “Sorry if that makes me seem like an asshole, but my 
friend is- well, he’s not really just a friend. He’s my family.” Tubbo hunched his shoulders. 
“He’s the only family I’ve got anymore.” 


The faerie blinked. ““You’re an orphan?” 


“Yup. My parents died when I was little, and my grandmother took me in. She died when I 
was ten, and the village just kinda decided I could keep living in her house on my own.” 


Tubbo wasn’t sure what he was expecting to see when he met the faerie’s eyes. Pity, maybe? 
Sympathy? 


But when he looked up from the ground, he was surprised at the understanding that sat 
behind those white and blue eyes. 


“Your friend is gonna be okay,” the faerie told him, meeting his gaze steadily. “While I’d 
have to ask my family about any specific remedies, for now you should try to find some 
elecampane, which I’m pretty sure you can find on the path on the way to this clearing. 
That’s really good for coughing. Also maybe grab some chamomile too, because that might 
help your friend relax so he doesn’t have a coughing fit when he’s trying to sleep.” 


Tubbo smiled at the faerie, warm relief washing over him. “I appreciate this a lot.” 
The faerie matched his grin. “What else are friends for?” 


When the sun began to set that day, Tubbo went and got the herbs the faerie told him about. 
He returned with more of a skip in his step than he’d had for the past week, and while 
Ranboo questioned his confidence that these herbs would help more than the others, Tubbo 
still didn’t mention the faerie. 


It wouldn’t do any good to freak Ranboo out with that while he was still sick. Tubbo would 
tell him eventually. Just... not yet. 


That night, the chamomile did exactly what the fae said it would, and Ranboo was able to get 
a full night’s rest for the first time in a long time. Finally, Tubbo thought that this was it, that 
he was going to get better. 


The sleep certainly helped Ranboo. More color returned to his cheeks, and he had a 
significant increase in energy throughout the day. But that was only the chamomile’s doing. 
The elecampane didn’t actually seem to be doing much, because Ranboo was still coughing, 
his voice was still constantly hoarse. But Tubbo had to believe it just took time. He couldn’t 
give up hope yet. 


+ 


Nearly a week after Tubbo told the faerie about Ranboo, he returned to the meadow to find 
two fae waiting for him instead of just the one. 


Unlike the faerie Tubbo was friends with, the second fae had much darker hair that reminded 
Tubbo of dark oak, tumbling over his forehead in soft curls. He was also taller than the 
blonde. Even with both the faeries sitting down in the wildflowers, Tubbo could tell the new 
one was probably close to Ranboo’s height. 


As Tubbo approached the ring with caution in his step, unsure of how this new fae might treat 
him, and if he would be much crueler than the blonde faerie Tubbo considered himself 
friends with. Tubbo had to remember all the lessons his fae friend had taught him, make sure 
not to let his tongue slip and put himself down at the mercy of another magical creature. 


The blonde fae spotted Tubbo edging his way towards the faerie ring, and beamed at him. 
“Yo Tubsters, c’mere! I want you to meet someone!” 


The blonde was bumping his shoulder with the brunet, bouncing excitedly against the grass 
as Tubbo settled in his usual spot right on the edge of the mushroom ring. 


“Sup bossman,” Tubbo greeted, giving the fae that was his friend a wary look. “I didn’t know 
we were having company.” He tried to sound as polite as possible, knowing now how bad it 
was to be rude to a fae, but he still jumped in his seat when the brunet faerie let out a sharp 
laugh. 


“Oh, I see how it is. I’m intruding on you hanging out with your little human friend, am I, 
sunshine?” The brunet asked, raising an eyebrow at the blonde. 


“Shut up, dickhead. I wouldn’t have invited you here if I didn’t want you,” the blonde shot 
back, elbowing the other in the side. “Tubs, you don’t need to worry. He’s not gonna hurt 
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you. 


Tubbo narrowed his eyes, knowing that most faeries couldn’t lie, but the blonde had told him 
he could ‘lie a little bit’. While that should’ve made Tubbo suspicious of what he was saying, 
he also didn’t think his friend would have any reason to lie to him about this. He already had 
Tubbo’s name. What good would it do to bring another faerie over to trick him instead? 


After working it out in his head, Tubbo let his shoulders relax, content with the knowledge 
that there was no logical reason for this new faerie to hurt him. 


“Alright then,” Tubbo said, leaning back on his hands and digging his fingers into the warm 
soil. “I guess, uh, it’s nice to meet you then.” 


“It’s nice to meet you too, Tubbo,” the brunet fae said, dipping his head in respect. Tubbo 
shivered when the faerie said his name, knowing that there was nothing he could do about the 
fact that the blonde faerie had told Tubbo’s name to his friend. But knowing that there were 
two faeries with his name... it was a bit unsettling, he had to be honest. “I’ve heard a lot 
about you.” 


Of course the blonde had talked about him. Tubbo could only imagine how many faeries got 
a laugh over hearing that Tubbo had just given the blonde his name so willingly with no idea 
what he was doing. 


“I haven’t heard anything about you,” Tubbo grumbled, struggling to keep the frown off his 
face. “Are you guys, like, family or something?” 


“Yeah!” The blonde answered immediately, smiling at the brunet. “This is my, uh... brother, I 
guess?” 


Tubbo frowned. “You’re not sure?” 


The blonde shrugged. “It’s complicated. I’m adopted, and he’s pretty much the one who 
raised me, but then his dad is also kinda my dad. I dunno, fae don’t focus as much on family 


labels as humans do. You got your family, but the specifics as to who’s who aren’t as 
important.” 


The brunet snorted and poked the blonde’s cheek at this. “You called me dad a few times 
when you were just a little baby,” he cooed with a shit-eating grin on his face. “Well, more of 
a baby than you are now.” 


“Shut the fuck up, bitch! I’m not a baby!” The blonde argued, slapping the brunet’s hand 
away. 


“I’m at least five hundred years older than you, you are definitely a baby,” the brunet teased. 
“Bragging about being elderly now, huh, old man?” The blonde shot back. 


The brunet reached up to slap the side of the blonde’s head, but he squawked and ducked out 
of the way, rolling through the grass until he was pressed up against the edge of the faerie 
ring. He grinned at Tubbo, showing off all his razor sharp teeth, and Tubbo couldn’t help but 
smile back. 


“Sorry about him. He’s a right little shit when he wants to be,” the brunet said, leaning back 
against the tree. 


Tubbo snorted. “Yeah, trust me, I know. He gave me goat horns the first time we met.” 


“Because you were a rude bitch who didn’t believe in fae!” The blonde protested, sharply 
sitting upright. 


“Oh yeah, he told me about that!” The brunet said, laughing a bit. “Y’know, I can see it. Goat 
horns suit you for sure.” 


“Thank you! I thought it was pretty funny, but Tubbo here didn’t seem to think so,” the 
blonde grumbled, scooting back so he was leaning against the tree trunk besides the brunet. 


“Yeah because I didn’t want to live with fucking goat horns?” 
“Aw, c’mon, it would’ve made your life a hell of a lot more interesting,” the blonde snarked. 


“My life is interesting enough, thank you very much. Don’t need to give my roommate a 
heart attack by showing up with goat horns,” Tubbo huffed, rolling his eyes at the blonde. 


There was a moment of silence between the three of them. 
“Can you tell us about it?” The brunet asked. 


Tubbo paused. The question sounded genuine, and of course Tubbo had briefly mentioned 
bits and pieces of his life to the fae that was his friend in the past, but he hadn’t gone into 
much detail. But why would they want to know about his life? He was just a human. The 
stories his friend told him of the Fae Court made the place sound as though it were a world 
made of spun gold and blossoming flowers. Everything beautiful and bathed in sunshine all 


the time. Nothing glittered like that in the human world. Tubbo’s life was so much duller in 
comparison. 


“It’s probably boring by your standards,” Tubbo admitted, cheeks burning as he brushed his 
fingers over a flower petal that had fallen from one of the flowers poking out of the dirt. 


“T want to hear it!” The blonde said eagerly, his blue eyes almost completely clear, save for a 
few tiny white clouds on the edges of his irises. 


“I’m interested as well. Humans are constantly in flux. So much can change in as little as a 
hundred years,” the brunet pointed out. “I’m just curious to hear about what life is like 
nowadays.” 


“Well... if you get bored, you asked for it,” Tubbo muttered. 
Then, he took a deep breath and began to talk. 


Tubbo told them about his life in the village. He told them how he had been on his own since 
he was ten years old, but then Ranboo came into his life and filled the void where his family 
used to be. He told them about the inventions he worked on, about his greenhouse and his 
plants and how jealous the other villagers were of the fact that he could have fresh food from 
his garden year round. He told them about the way Ranboo always left papers scattered 
around, how he needed to write things down to remember them and how sometimes he wrote 
down the most random details of his day just because he wanted to make sure he remembered 
the silly moments as well as the serious ones. 


He talked for hours. Whenever he would fall quiet, either the brunet or the blonde would ask 
about something else he had mentioned, and he would find himself going off on another 
tangent about his latest invention. For as good as the fae were at telling their own dazzling 
stories, they were also surprisingly good listeners. 


By the time the sun had nearly set, Tubbo’s mouth felt like it was full of cotton from talking 
so much. But the two fae were both beaming at him with their too sharp teeth, and yet 
somehow, Tubbo wasn’t afraid. 


Tubbo had a feeling his lessons with the blonde faerie weren’t working as well as they should 
have. Because instead of being more afraid of the fae, the more he learned about them, the 
less frightening he found them. 


In fact, Tubbo might even say they were some of the kindest people he’d ever met. 
s 


One day, Tubbo grew curious about this kindness his blonde faerie friend seemed to hold for 
him. About how he would tell Tubbo of the fae’s tendencies towards cruelty, and yet he never 
seemed to engage in it. It didn’t make sense, and Tubbo wondered if there was a reason why. 


The two boys were laying in the meadow late in the afternoon. The sun was half-hidden 
behind a puffy white cloud, but a few rays still broke through, and were currently slanted 


across Tubbo’s cheeks. 


His head was pressed against the fleshy white mushrooms that made up the faerie ring. The 
faerie’s head was right on the other side, and Tubbo could just barely feel the top of his scalp 
brushing his own. Tubbo knew that the faerie couldn’t leave the faerie ring, and if he entered 
the ring, he could be sent to the Fae Court and trapped for eternity. But sometimes Tubbo 
wondered what it would be like to crawl past the mushrooms and lay down on the grass next 
to the faerie that had somehow become his closest friend right alongside Ranboo. Sometimes 
he wondered what it would be like to shove grass in his friend’s face, or flick him on the 
forehead when he made a bad joke, or hug him when one of them seemed to be having a bad 
day. 


But he had learned his lessons about the fair folk, and knew that wasn’t a good thing to try 
and attempt. 


A bee flew over Tubbo’s face, buzzing softly as it bumped into a flower on Tubbo’s left side. 
He grinned as he watched the bee dip its hands in the pollen, and continued to watch it as it 
flew off, veering away from the faerie ring as if it somehow knew it wasn’t supposed to enter. 


Tubbo hadn’t even been as smart as that bee when he first met the faerie. According to his 
friend, most fae would’ve taken him to the Fae Court and enslaved him for eternity. And yet, 
he hadn’t. 


“Why were you so nice to me when we first met?” Tubbo asked, breaking the comfortable 
silence that had been sitting between them for the past few minutes. 


The faerie made a questioning noise. “Nice? I gave you goat horns, Tubbo. I wouldn’t exactly 
call that nice.” 


Tubbo huffed. “Well, yeah, that was a bit of a dick move. But besides that, I gave you my 
name and you decided not to do anything with it. I know you said it was because you just felt 
bad since I clearly didn’t know the rules, but most fae would’ve still taken advantage of that, 
right?” 


The fae hummed. “Probably, yeah.” 
“Then why didn’t you?” 


There was a beat of silence as the faerie considered his response. Tubbo rolled over onto his 
stomach so he could look at his friend, and saw his eyes matched the half-cloudy sky above 
their heads. 


The faerie noticed him staring after a moment, and met his eyes with a small smile. 


“I mean, I suppose it’s because I just have more sympathy for humans than most fae, 
considering I used to be one.” 


...what? 


Tubbo blinked, struggling to understand what the faerie just said. 


“Did... Did you just imply that you used to be a human?” Tubbo asked, his head spinning as 
he tried to wrap his thoughts around that. 


The fae nodded. “Yup. Sure was.” 
“Huh?!” 


How was that even possible? Didn’t you have to be born a fae to be one? Tubbo had never 
heard anything in the stories about a human becoming a fae. 


“Do-Do you mean that you were a changeling?” Tubbo asked, frowning as he tried to work 
this out in his head. 


Something dark flashed over the faerie’s face, and he shook his head. “No, I wasn’t a 
changeling. I was a completely normal human.” 


“But- What? How?!” 


“The thing about the Fae Court is that the place is absolutely just filled with magic. And most 
natural born fae already got a shit ton of magic in their blood, so it doesn’t really affect them. 
But when a human goes there, their body starts to absorb that magic. So if they stay there for 
long enough, they end up turning into a fae,” the faerie explained. “That’s why I said I can 
kinda lie. It’s more difficult for me, and in a few more decades I probably won’t be able to lie 
at all, but I’m still just human enough to where I can twist the truth a little bit more than a full 
blown faerie can.” 


Tubbo frowned as he mulled over the new information. “So you used to be human, but then 
you went to the Fae Court and now you’ve lived there so long it’s turned you into a fae?” The 
faerie nodded. “Were you kidnapped, then?” 


The faerie’s eyes grew wide and he violently shook his head. “What? No! I wasn’t kidnapped 
at all! Wil-” The faerie suddenly cut himself off, slapping a hand over his mouth and shaking 
his head. After a few beats, he met Tubbo’s curious gaze, and sighed as he dropped his hand 
again. “Whatever, Wil’s not his full name so it should be fine. Anyway, the other faerie you 
met is Wil. I met him when I was still a human, and we ended up, like, bonding and shit. So 
one day he asked if I wanted to come live with him in the Fae Court and I said yes.” 


Oh. So this faerie was a human who had been invited to become a fae, and accepted the offer. 
He’d left behind the human world for the Fae Court, and seemed all the happier for it. 


While a part of Tubbo wanted to ask why he left the human world for the Fae Court, he also 
had a feeling that that might not be a great question to ask. If the faerie had been willing to 
leave behind the entirety of the human world to live with Wil in the Fae Court, that must’ve 
meant his human life had been nothing good. 


So instead of asking about that, Tubbo asked a different question instead. 


“How long ago did you leave the human world?” 


The faerie furrowed his brows. “Uh, I’m not sure exactly. Time is a little wonky in the Fae 
Court, at least by human standards. But I guess I’d say maybe... a hundred years? I dunno. I 
know I was ten when I left the human world, and since fae age way differently than humans, 
we’re considered teenagers around the time we’re, like, a hundred-ish.” 


Huh. A hundred years ago. That was a long time ago. It was weird to think that this fae was 
somehow the same age as him, yet a hundred years old at the same time. But the way fae 
perceived time wasn’t something humans were supposed to understand, so he supposed he 
just shouldn’t think too hard about it. 


There were more questions burning in Tubbo’s mind. But he could see more clouds forming 
in the faerie’s blue irises, and decided that was maybe enough reminiscing for today. 


So that was the end of that conversation. Tubbo shoved his curiosity into the back of his mind 
as he started to tell his friend about his attempts to grow chamomile in his greenhouse, and 
the faerie jumped onto the subject change with ease. 


By the time the sun was setting that day, his eyes were almost a clear blue sky once again, 
and Tubbo prided himself on how good he was getting at being able to read his magical 
friend. 
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Ranboo wasn’t getting better. 


It had been months since the fae had first started giving Tubbo recommendations for which 
herbs to bring to his roommate, and although the chamomile let him sleep, the rest of his 
symptoms were only getting worse. 


Ranboo was exhausted all the time now. His skin was paper white, and handkerchiefs littered 
their small home, stained with crimson splotches that reminded Tubbo of the flowers that 
bloomed in the forest. His coughing was such a constant that Ranboo could barely speak, and 
had taken to solely writing on paper to communicate with Tubbo. But even that wasn’t great, 
because his hands often shook so badly with the simple effort of holding a pencil that his 
handwriting was indecipherable half the time. 


It was like Ranboo was withering away in front of his very eyes. Tubbo hated it. He hated 
waking up each morning only to see his best friend look less and less like himself, and more 
like a living ghost. He’d done everything he could think of, but it wasn’t enough. 


It wasn t enough. 


That thought haunted him as the days passed. Tubbo stopped going to the forest, terrified that 
if he left his best friend even for a few hours, he would come back to find his chest still and 
skin cold. Instead, he sat by his bedside every day, making chamomile tea mixed in with 
heaping spoonfuls of honey, coaxing him to drink as much as he could. 


Their house no longer felt like a home. There wasn’t a fire crackling in the fireplace because 
Ranboo was usually the one who stoked the flames, but he was too weak to get out of bed. 
Not as many papers scattered the floor, because Ranboo had stopped writing stuff down for 
the most part to try and save his strength. Cold sunlight filtered in through one of the 
windows, showing a roiling sea of white clouds blanketing the azure blue sky. 


Ranboo was dying, and Tubbo felt like he was dying along with him. 
Then, one day, Ranboo wouldn’t wake up. 


It had been a morning like any other. Tubbo got up and immediately went to the kitchen, 
preparing tea and honey for Ranboo so he could drink it as soon as he woke up. He then 
grabbed a bowl and spooned some strawberry preserves into it, mixing in a little sugar and 
figuring that would be a soft enough snack for Ranboo to eat for breakfast (if he felt like he 
could hold anything down, of course. These days it was hard to get him to eat just about 


anything). 


Tubbo had walked over to Ranboo’s bed side, reaching out to shake his friend’s shoulder to 
wake him up. 


Except... Ranboo didn’t move. 


His chest was still rising and falling, so Tubbo knew he was alive. But Tubbo shook his 
shoulder, said his name, and even slapped his arm to try and get his eyes to flutter open. 


He didn’t move. His eyes were glued shut as his chest rose and fell with shallow breathing. 


“Ranboo, this isn’t funny,” Tubbo said, digging his fingers into Ranboo’s arm. “C’mon, wake 
up. I made you tea.” 


Ranboo didn’t respond. 
“Ranboo! Wake up!” Tubbo shouted, grabbing his shoulders and shaking him. 
Nothing. No suggestion that Ranboo had even heard his name. 


Tubbo couldn’t breathe. His chest was tight as he stared at the sleeping form of his friend, 
noticing how he was so pale now, he almost blended into the bed sheets. Ranboo was dying. 
Ranboo was dying and although Tubbo had known now it was here and he could tell they 
didn’t have much time left. 


Tears burned in the corners of his eyes as he begged Ranboo to wake up, repeating his name 
over and over as his voice cracked each time. He couldn’t lose Ranboo. He couldn’t lose the 
only family he had left. 


But the doctor had told him she couldn’t do anything. And the herbs weren’t helping him at 
all. It would take a miracle at this point to try and save him. 


Suddenly, realization smacked Tubbo in the face. 


The fae. The fae had magic. Magic could do miraculous things, including curing the sick. 


Tubbo could ask his faerie to save Ranboo’s life. It would put him heavily in debt to the fae, 
and since the fae had his name, Tubbo wouldn’t be able to worm his way out of paying it 
back in whatever form the debt took. But it didn’t matter. Tubbo didn’t care what the debt 
was, even if it came at the cost of his own freedom, or even his life. He wasn’t going to lose 
Ranboo. He refused to let it happen. 


Squaring his shoulders, Tubbo gave Ranboo one last pained look, and refused to let the tears 
fall from his eyes. 


“PII be back,” he whispered to his friend, even though he had no idea if Ranboo could hear 
him. 


And just like that, he was out the door, racing for the forest. 


Tubbo sprinted into the trees, his boots pounding against the moss and kicking up dirt behind 
him. He jumped over tree roots and ducked under branches, having memorized the route long 
ago. He grit his teeth with every step, refusing to let himself cry. This wasn’t a tragedy he 
was about to experience, so there was no need for tears. The faerie could save Ranboo. Tubbo 
just had to strike a bargain to make it happen. 


It didn’t take long for him to reach the meadow. He burst into the clearing, panting heavily as 
he whipped his head towards the faerie ring. It was empty, but before the disappointment 
could set in, there was a ripple in the air as his faerie appeared under the oak tree. 


“Tubbo! It’s been nearly a week, I was wondering-” the faerie cut himself off when he 
noticed Tubbo’s pained expression, clouds quickly swarming his eyes as Tubbo stumbled 
towards him. 


“I-I need help,” Tubbo stammered, his voice rough as he tried to keep it from cracking. 


“What’s wrong?” The faerie asked, reaching out as if to steady Tubbo, only to stop when his 
fingertips hit the invisible barrier of the ring. 


“It’s my roommate,” Tubbo said, still breathing heavily from his sprint over there. “He’s been 
getting worse. He can barely move now, and today he-he-” his breathing hitched then, but he 
swallowed down the panic and forced himself to push on. “He won’t wake up and I don’t 
know what to do!” 


The faerie furrowed his brows, opening his mouth to say something, but Tubbo continued 
before he could get a word out. 


“I know it'll put me in debt to you, but I don’t care. I need your magic to help him. I can’t 
afford to lose him,” Tubbo said, straightening up so he could meet the faerie’s eyes. 


The summer sky was almost as clouded as the roiling sea above their heads now. 


There was a beat of silence, and then the faerie nodded. 


“Tommy,” he said with no hint of uncertainty in his voice. 
Tubbo frowned. “What?” 


“My name is Tommy. You have my name now,” the faerie told him. “I can’t leave the ring 
unless you say my name to summon me.” 


Tubbo blinked, staring at the faerie. Staring at Tommy. 
He had the faerie’s name. 


Tommy had given Tubbo his name. Handed it over without any hesitation, all because Tubbo 
asked for his help. 


Tubbo’s chest felt tight as the weight of the name settled on his shoulders. The power it held 
was palpable, sitting heavily on Tubbo’s tongue as Tommy met his eyes, waiting for him to 
say it. 


“Tommy,” he whispered. 


Tommy smiled at him as he stepped over the mushrooms, leaving the ring and standing 
directly in front of Tubbo for the first time. 


“Hey Tubs,” Tommy said softly. 


Tubbo didn’t think twice before he threw himself at Tommy, wrapping his arms around the 
fae and hugging him as tightly as he could. Tommy hugged him back with the same intensity, 
and it was so hard for Tubbo not to turn into a sobbing mess right then and there as the 
pressure of everything from the past few months came crashing down all at once. 


“You didn’t- Why did- your name-” Tubbo still was struggling to comprehend what had just 
happened. Why hadn’t Tommy just made a deal with Tubbo? Why had he given him his 
name? 


“T wanted to give you my name. Don’t worry about it,” Tommy reassured him, pulling him 
close. “You’re my best friend, so I trust you to have it.” 


That almost made Tubbo break. Almost. But he came here for a reason, and as much as he 
wanted to keep hugging his best friend now that he finally could, he knew they couldn’t 
afford to spend much time here. 


“We, uh-” Tubbo sniffled, taking a moment to steady himself as he pulled away from the hug. 
“We should get going to the village. I don’t want to leave my friend alone for too long.” 


Tommy nodded. “Let’s go then.” 


Tubbo led Tommy back down the path towards the village. They weren’t outright running, 
but they weren’t walking at a normal pace either. Tubbo was jumping over tree roots when he 
could, and Tommy was able to follow him on the path with inhuman grace. He never 
stumbled over the rocks, never got close to tripping on a log. He hurried down the path as if 


he’d been on it just as many times as Tubbo had. But as far as Tubbo knew, fae couldn’t leave 
the faerie rings unless they were summoned by name. 


Maybe it was like how Tommy knew where all the herbs were in the forest. Just some kind of 
connection fae shared with nature. 


They reached the edge of the treeline, the village looming in the distance. Tubbo was only 
focused on his house sitting on the far edge, but Tommy had frozen in place, and was staring 
at the village with wide eyes. 


“You okay, bossman?” Tubbo asked, shooting Tommy a worried frown. 


Tommy was silent for a moment, his eyes almost completely grey with clouds as he stared at 
the village, gaze darting between the houses. But then he jumped at Tubbo’s voice, and shook 
himself off. 


“Me? Oh, I just, uh, remembered that I should probably make myself look human while we 
walk to your place,” he explained, although there was a strained note to his voice. 


While Tubbo normally would have questioned it, he really didn’t want to waste any more 
time than they already had. So he just nodded, and watched as Tommy made some kind of 
circular gesture with his hand. 


Slowly, Tommy’s pointed ears shrunk down to have round edges. His hair faded from its 
brilliant gold to a normal, dusty blonde. His sharp teeth and nails disappeared. When Tubbo 
glanced at his eyes, he saw they were a dull shade of blue-grey with no sky inside of them. 


Even though he was still wearing the expensive clothing of the Fae Court, he otherwise 
looked like a perfectly normal human. It was unsettling, because while he still looked like 
Tubbo’s friend, he looked like an entirely different person at the same time. 


“You look... weird,” Tubbo muttered, unable to take his eyes off of Tommy’s ‘human’ face. 
Tommy snorted. “What? This is what I would look like if I’d never gone to the Fae Court!” 


“Well, not really. If you’d never gone to the Fae Court you’d be a wrinkly old man by now,” 
Tubbo teased, nudging Tommy with his elbow as he led them out of the treeline. 


“Oh god, I’m old enough to be your grandpa,” Tommy said, clearly trying to keep his tone 
light although his eyes were darting around wildly the closer they got to the village. 


“You sure are! C’mon Gramps, let’s hurry it up,” Tubbo joked even though he was getting 
antsy, grabbing Tommy’s hand and pulling him along. 


Tommy didn’t resist, just let Tubbo guide him into the village as they set foot on the 
cobblestone path. He kept his head down as they passed through, and although there weren’t 
that many people out, Tubbo noticed them giving Tommy odd glances as they passed by, 
likely because of all the jewelry he had on him. They were probably going to ask him who 
the hell Tommy was later on, but for the time being Tubbo couldn’t care less. He would deal 
with that when it came down to it. For now, he just had one thing he was focusing on. 


They reached his house and Tubbo unlocked the door with shaking hands. His heart was 
pounding as he rushed towards the bed, immediately grabbing Ranboo’s wrist to check his 
pulse. 


He almost cried in relief when he felt a weak fluttering against his thumb. Ranboo was alive, 
but barely so. 


There were light footsteps creaking against the wood behind him. Tubbo glanced back to see 
that Tommy had already dropped the human disguise the moment the door had shut, and was 
now walking towards Ranboo’s bed, his eyes swirling with storm clouds. 


“Can I?” He asked, reaching towards Ranboo. 


Tubbo nodded and stepped back, and Tommy gently placed a hand on Ranboo’s forehead. He 
grimaced the moment his hand touched Ranboo’s skin, frowning as he moved his hand to 
touch Ranboo’s neck, and then placed a hand on his chest. 


“This... This is weird,” Tommy muttered. “Usually you can feel the sickness. It’s like a rot in 
someone’s body, making their energy all, like, gross and sticky. But I can’t feel anything 
here.” His frown deepened. “I can’t feel anything. Barely any energy at all. Like he’s been 
sucked dry or something.” 


Tubbo sucked in a sharp breath. “Can you fix it?” 


Tommy bit his lip. “I’m not sure. I can heal basic shit, like broken bones or the flu or 
something. But I don’t even know what’s wrong with him.” He lifted his hands off Ranboo’s 
chest, and looked back at Tubbo. “Can I, uh, bring Wil here? I don’t think I can do much on 
my own, but he’ll probably know what to do.” 


While Tubbo didn’t like the idea of inviting a faerie he barely knew into his home, he also 
knew that Tommy wouldn’t put him in danger like that. Tommy had said before how much he 
trusted Wil, and Wil already knew his name anyway, so it’s not like there was a whole lot 
more he couldn’t already do to Tubbo if he wanted to. 


“Yeah, go for it.” 


Nodding, Tommy left the bedside and walked to the opposite end of the house. Even though 
he couldn’t hear Tommy’s whispers from that far, Tubbo still covered his ears anyway, just in 
case. 


Suddenly, there was a sharp knock at the front door. Tubbo jumped at the sound, but Tommy 
swung it open without hesitation, revealing Wil standing on the other side. 


Wil’s eyes were wide as he rushed in, grabbing Tommy’s shoulders and leaning down so they 
were eye to eye. 


“What’s wrong, sunshine?” Wil demanded as soon as he was inside. “Are you hurt? Why are 
you back here?” He was fussing over Tommy, running his hands up and down his arms, as if 
searching for injuries. 


“Hey, hey it’s okay,” Tommy said, pushing Wil’s hands away. “I’m fine, I promise.” 
Wil frowned. “Then what’s wrong?” He asked, taking a step back. 


“Tubbo needed my help,” Tommy explained, pointing towards him. “His friend is really sick 
and-and I can’t figure out what’s wrong. It’s like- holy shit Wil it’s so weird, you don’t even 

know, there’s no sickness in him. He’s got no life energy at all. Like it’s being all sucked out 
of him or something!” 


Following Tommy’s pointing, Wil’s gaze landed on Tubbo and Ranboo, and his eyes 
narrowed. He hurried across the length of the living room, moving with the same inhuman 
grace Tommy did, and he paused at the foot of Ranboo’s bed. 


“Can | 
“Do what you need to do,” Tubbo said, stepping back again. 


He watched as Wil repeated the same motions Tommy had done. Touching his forehead, then 
his neck, and then his chest. After a few beats of silence, he let out a sharp gasp as his eyes 
widened with realization. 


“Oh fuck, he’s a changeling!” Wil exclaimed. 
..buh? 
Tubbo stared blankly at Wil, trying to process what the hell he meant by that. 


“That can’t be right,” Tubbo said, frowning at Ranboo’s sleeping form. “I’ve known him for 
years! He’s not fae at all. Trust me, he would’ve told me if he was!” 


“There’s a chance he didn’t even know himself,” Wil said, his hands hovering above 
Ranboo’s chest, a soft gold light shining from his palms. “Changelings are meant to blend in 
with humans, so it’s nearly impossible to find any sign of them being fae. Who were his 
parents?” 


“I-I don’t know. He never knew them,” Tubbo explained, his thoughts racing as he tried to 
process this. “He just showed up in the village one day a few years ago with no memory of 
how he got here, and no memory of his life before.” 


Saying it out loud now, Tubbo was starting to realize just how strange Ranboo had always 
been. His memory problems, the way he seemed to gravitate towards shiny things, his 
tendency for always getting sick. It was as if a bunch of puzzle pieces were slotting into 
place, but Tubbo had no idea what picture they formed. 


“Changeling or not, do you know how to fix him?” Tommy cut in. 


Wil lifted his hands and the light disappeared. He pursed his lips. “No, I don’t think I do. But 
my father would.” 


Tubbo’s eyes widened. “Your father, the-” 


“King of the Spring Court,” Tommy finished for him. “Yeah, Wil’s right. He’d know what to 
do.” 


Wil frowned. “You told him my name?” 


“He only knows you as Wil, don’t get all bitchy about it,” Tommy scoffed. “But he knows my 
name.” 


Sighing, Wil pinched the bridge of his nose. “To be honest I’m a little surprised you lasted 
this long.” 


Tommy snorted. “Yeah, you gave me your name when you’d only known me for a few weeks 
like a dumbass.” 


“It was more than a few weeks! It was at least a month!” Wil protested. 


“I still lasted longer than you,” Tommy teased in a sing-song voice. “Besides, I trust Tubbo! 
He’s not a wrong’en.” 


Pushing his curls back from his face, Wil met Tubbo’s eyes in a flat stare. 


“If you ever use Tommy’s name against him, I’ll make you regret it, do you understand?” 
The honey-sweet voice Tubbo had come to associate with the older man was now ice cold, 
sending shivers down his spine. 


A rock dropped into Tubbo’s gut, and he nodded immediately, the weight of those words 
imbued with a magic he could feel in his bones. 


“T won’t, I promise,” Tubbo said. 


Wil stared at him for a moment, and Tubbo felt needles prickling all over his skin. Then, he 
looked away, and the needles were gone. Tubbo breathed a sigh of relief, and had to lean on 
Ranboo’s bed to support his shaky legs. 


“So are we taking him to the Spring Court?” Tommy asked, drawing attention back to the 
matter at hand. 


“It’s up to Tubbo, I’d say,” Wil said, glancing back at him. 


Now with all eyes on him, Tubbo found himself nervously picking at the threads of Ranboo’s 
blanket. While the idea of actually going to the Fae Court to meet a faerie king sounded like a 
great way to get himself trapped there for eternity, Tubbo also wasn’t sure what else he could 
do. Tommy and Wil couldn’t do anything to help Ranboo here, and if Wil was right and 
Ranboo was a changeling, nothing in the human world would probably help him anyway. 


“Am I going to be in debt to the King?” Tubbo asked, narrowing his eyes at Wil. 


“No, you won’t,” Tommy answered before Wil could. “You won’t be indebted to anyone, P11 
make sure of it.” 


“Toms, that’s not a promise you can exactly make,” Wil pointed out. 


Tommy scowled. “I don’t care. I’m not letting my best friend get stuck in a fae debt just 
because he’s trying to save his family. I can talk to Ph-” he cut himself off and shook his 
head. “I can talk to him and convince him not to put Tubbo in a debt.” Then, he met Tubbo’s 
eyes, and Tubbo could see the determined glint in the summer sky. “I give you my word you 
won’t be trapped into a debt, and that when you go to the Spring Court, you and Ranboo will 
be able to return to the human world whenever you choose.” 


There was something heavy about the words, something solid that settled itself in Tubbo’s 
chest like a physical weight. This was an outright promise. No trickery sat in between the 
lines. Tommy was giving Tubbo his word, and Tubbo trusted Tommy completely. 


So Tubbo found himself nodding. 
“Let’s go then.” 


A few minutes later, the group was gathered in the center of Tubbo’s living room. Ranboo 
was still completely unconscious, so Tubbo was carrying him as best he could (which 
honestly wasn’t that hard). 


“Alright, I’m just gonna transport us directly there,” Wil explained. “It might feel a bit weird, 
but it'll only take a second.” 


Tubbo nodded, and Wil placed a hand on both Tubbo and Tommy’s shoulders. Then, he 
closed his eyes, and Tubbo felt a strange tugging in his gut. 


One moment he was in his living room. Then, there was a strange warmth that passed over 
him. It made his skin tingle, as if he were passing through a veil of electricity or something of 
the sort. And when his eyes flew open again, he quickly realized his living room was far 
behind him. 


They were standing in the middle of a glade, not too dissimilar from the clearing Tubbo had 
been meeting Tommy in for the past few months. Yet at the same time, the glade was 
somehow completely different from the meadow Tubbo was familiar with. 


Tall fronds of grass brushed against Tubbo’s hips, their stalks varying in shades of green, 
pink, and even purple as if they had been painted with a child’s paintbrush. Flowers were 
littered in between the grass stalks, except they were nothing like the flowers Tubbo was 
familiar with. The colors were more vibrant than anything Tubbo had seen before, azure blue 
petals dotted with white spots, orange and yellow flowers looking as though they held a 
sunset with the way the two colors gradually faded into each other, petals that were sharp, 
petals that were round, petals that were shaped like literal stars. It was dizzying to try and 
take note of them all. 


The glade was surrounded by towering trees with leaves that were a delicate shade of pink. A 
breeze passed through the meadow, and several of the baby pink leaves flew off, swirling 
around the sky in a way that made Tubbo’s breath catch in his throat. 


Looking past the flora though, Tubbo noticed that even the air itself seemed to shimmer here. 
It was as if someone had taken a bag of the finest white and gold glitter and set it loose in the 
wind. But there were no actual pieces of glitter in the air. Everything just shimmered as if the 
sun had personally blessed every inch of this place. 


Then, Tubbo’s eyes fell on the two faeries who had brought him here, and he gasped. 


For the most part, Tommy and Wil looked the same as they had before. Hair spun out of gold 
or curls the color of dark oak, Tommy’s eyes still showing that same summer sky while Wil’s 
flashed between honey and chocolate, sharp teeth and nails that gleamed in the sunlight, it 
was all the same. But there was something else. 


Antlers. They both had antlers curling out from the tops of their heads. 


Wil’s were massive. They curled up and out of his hair, branching off into several different 
points high above his head. The antlers themselves were covered in a soft fuzz, with chains of 
gold and jewels draped over them so that every time he turned his head, the metal glittered 
like the air around them. 


Tommy’s antlers were much smaller. They were coated with the same kind of fuzz, and only 
had two points on each one. Instead of gold chains being laid across the antlers, Tommy’s 
instead looked as though he’d gotten moss stuck to them and never bothered to take it off. 
The moss was a rich, dark green with a rather large clump hanging off one of the points of 
Tommy’s antlers, and when Tubbo peered closer, he could see small, white flowers tucked in 
between the branching points. 


“Holy shit!” Tubbo exclaimed as he gaped at both the fae. 
“What?” Tommy asked, frowning at Tubbo. “Do I have something on my face?” 
“No, your head! You have antlers!” 


For some reason, this made Tommy laugh. “Oh shit! I forgot I don’t have them when I go to 
the human world, so you’ve never seen them before.” 


“Do all fae have antlers?” Tubbo asked, glancing between Tommy and Wil. 


“Not always,” Wil answered. “Many fae have animal-like features, but what it is is specific to 
the faerie themself. Like I have my antlers, Tommy grew his antlers because he wanted to be 
like me-” 


“Oh fuck off, no I didn’t!” 


“Yes you did!” Wil shot back. “When you were little you said ‘Wilby I want to have antlers 
just like you’ and I thought it was fucking adorable!” 


Tommy scoffed. “Lies. Slander. I just ended up with antlers because they were cool.” 


“Wait, do you control what you look like as a fae?” Tubbo cut in, (he decided to ignore the 
mention of the name ‘Wilby’ for the sake of not possibly pissing Wil off in case that was 


related to his real name.) 


“Kind of?” Wil said. “When you’re younger, your appearance tends to be influenced by who 
you’re closest to. It can be like Tommy who ended up getting antlers like mine, or it can be 
through suggestions of someone you’re close to as well. Like when I was a child my father 
always joked that I reminded him of a fawn-” 


“Because youre so tall and gangly,” Tommy snarked, interrupting Wil. 


“Fuck off,” Wil shot back before glancing back at Tubbo. “So even though my father doesn’t 
have antlers, I ended up growing them through his suggestion.” 


“Huh... interesting,” Tubbo muttered, nodding to himself. 


Before he could ask anything else, there was a low groan from his arms, and only then did 
Tubbo remember the reason he was here. 


“Ranboo? Are you awake?” Tubbo asked, readjusting Ranboo in his arms to see his face. 


Ranboo’s eyes were still shut, but he was making pained noises under his breath as he shifted 
in Tubbo’s grip. 


Reaching over, Wil placed a hand on his forehead and grimaced. “We need to get him to the 
palace. C’mon, follow me.” 


Wil began to trek through the grass, heading out of the clearing and towards the treeline. 
Tubbo and Tommy followed close behind, with Tubbo having to watch his footsteps to make 
sure he didn’t step on anything hidden in the tall, colorful grass. 


The inside of the forest was just as stunning as it appeared from the glade. Light pink leaves 
fluttered around Tubbo’s head, brushing against his face with the ghost of a touch like the 
hand of some affectionate spirit. They passed over a babbling creek at one point, and Tubbo 
noted how the water seemed to sparkle even more than the air itself did. If Tubbo listened 
closely enough, he could also swear he heard actual voices in the creek, whispers layering on 
top of each other speaking a language only they could understand. It was somehow both 
comforting and eerie. 


There were more flowers lining the path through the forest that Tubbo didn’t recognize. 
When Tommy noticed him staring at one that reminded Tubbo of a tulip in a shade of pink 
that reminded him of sunsets, Tommy plucked it from the ground and tucked it into Tubbo’s 
shirt pocket, beaming at him all the while. 


Despite the circumstances, Tommy seemed excited to show Tubbo the Fae Court. He was 
bouncing on his heels the entire walk between the trees, the clouds in his eyes almost 
completely dissipated as he pointed out different flowers or animals that he thought Tubbo 
might find interesting. 


(For some reason, despite all the flora being so different, for the life of him Tubbo could not 
see a single thing different about squirrels. They looked exactly the same here as they did in 


the human realm. Was that just the universal constant? Squirrels? He had no idea.) 


Wil only glanced back a few times as he led them down the path. He seemed more focused 
on ducking under low hanging branches, having to awkwardly angle his head to make sure he 
didn’t accidentally catch his antlers on anything. Tubbo wondered if they were inconvenient 
to have around. Tommy didn’t seem to have any issue with his, but they were much smaller 
than Wil’s, so that probably had something to do with it. 


Strangely, even though they’d almost been walking for thirty minutes, Tubbo didn’t feel tired 
at all. Although Ranboo wasn’t necessarily heavy, he still would have expected his arms to 
get sore by now, but it was like he was carrying little more than air. He was almost certain it 
had something to do with the Fae Court itself, the magic that shimmered around him keeping 
him from feeling tired, but he couldn’t know for sure if that was the case. 


Still, it was helpful, so Tubbo wasn’t going to complain. 


Finally though, they made it to the edge of the treeline, and Tubbo gasped as the forest 
opened up to reveal the palace of the Spring Court. 


It was by all definitions a palace fit for royalty. Tall marble spires reached towards the azure 
sky, the white stone itself somehow glittering just like everything else here did. Ivy and moss 
trailed up the sides of the towers, alternating between a rich dark shade of emerald green, and 
a deeper tone of sapphire blue. There were large windows with colorful stained glass displays 
inlaid in so many different colors it was dizzying for Tubbo to look at head on. 


It was breathtaking. But Tommy and Wil barely seemed phased as they marched straight 
towards the place. 


They passed a few faeries as they made their way up the steps to the palace doors. One was a 
girl with hair that was the same shade of pink as the trees, and Tubbo noticed she had some 
shimmering scales on her face that glimmered when her cheeks stretched into a smile at the 
sight of Wil and Tommy. 


The faerie she was talking to had hair that was as dark as Wil’s, with thick curls that went all 

the way down to her mid back. Strangely enough, roses were threaded in between the curls as 
well, but not in the sense that she’d just picked flowers and put them there. Instead, the vines 

seemed intertwined with the curls themselves, as if the roses were growing right out of her. 


Both faeries waved at the group as they passed, and Tubbo expected them both to falter when 
they spotted Tubbo and Ranboo trailing Tommy and Wil. But surprisingly, the pink-haired 
faerie just gave him a sweet smile, while the faerie with the flowers in her hair just shrugged 
before turning back to her friend. 


Bringing humans to the Fae Court must just not be that uncommon. Although they probably 
assumed Tubbo was here as the result of some deal gone wrong, instead of Tommy having 
offered to help him. 


Tommy had promised that Tubbo wouldn’t end up indebted to anyone here. He could only 
hope that Tommy was able to keep that promise. 


The towering white doors to the palace opened on their own as they came to the top of the 
steps. Wil led the way, his shoes echoing throughout the massive foyer as Tommy and Tubbo 
followed close behind. 


The inside was just as grand as the outside, yet not what Tubbo expected at all. Walking 
inside, he tilted his head up to try and gauge the massive arched ceilings, and his eyes 
widened when he saw that they had literal trees growing inside the palace. 


It was a mix of pink and green trees, growing up out of the marble floor with their branches 
stretching high towards the very rafters of the ceiling. Pink and green leaves fluttered all 
around, and bright sunlight filtered in through the stained glass, bathing everything in shades 
of pink and gold. 


They made their way across the foyer and through another set of slightly smaller gold doors. 
The marble floor changed to a bed of moss and grass, and this new room opened up into yet 
another meadow. 


The grass here was entirely green, just like in the human realm. Brightly-colored mushrooms 
popped their heads up from the rich earth, and butterflies flitted about between the trees that 
sat on the edges of this new room. The air smelled like strawberries, and when Tubbo heard a 
soft buzzing noise next to his ear, he glanced to the left to see a fat bee buzzing around his 
head. 


The marble walls still stretched around the edges of this faux glade, with a large skylight sat 
right in the center of the ceiling. The sun was at its zenith, creating a huge circle of golden 
sunlight in the center of the glade, and Tubbo felt that same strange tingling again as they 
passed into the light. 


And finally, at the opposite end of the glade, Tubbo spotted the King. 


He was sitting on a throne made of twisting oak branches that had flowers popping up in 
between the gnarls. His clothes were just as luxurious as Wil and Tommy’s, except his were 
mostly in dark shades of emerald, and a few peaks of black fabric that looked like stars had 
been cut directly from the night sky and made into clothing. 


His hair was the same shimmering gold that Tommy’s was, except it was straight and fell to 
his chin. In contrast, small feathers the color of onyx lined his cheekbones, and when Tubbo 
looked closer, he noticed the man had wings. Pure black wings that held starlight between the 
feathers, which stretched far beyond his back and told Tubbo that if he were to fly, he’d be a 
very powerful flier. 


His eyes were more than just dark, they seemed to hold the night sky just like the fabric of his 
clothes, with stars glittering against his irises. Looking into his eyes made Tubbo feel so 
small in comparison—reminding Tubbo that this was not a safe place for him, even with 
Tommy’s promise of protection. Glancing down at the hands he had resting on the arms of his 
throne, Tubbo shuddered when he saw how his fingers were stained a deep black, with razor 
sharp talons curling from his fingertips. 


There was a crown settled on top of his golden hair. It was a mix of silver and gold, 
embedded with precious jewels like the ones that decorated Wil’s antlers. The points of the 
crown were more akin to spikes, and Tubbo didn’t doubt that they could draw blood. 


Like all fae the King was beautiful, but dangerous. Tubbo couldn’t suppress the goosebumps 
he got when he accidentally met the King’s eyes, quickly dropping his gaze to the floor as a 
shiver ran down his spine. 


Tommy held out an arm to stop Tubbo a few steps away from the throne. Wil walked right up 
to the throne without any sort of fear. Tubbo waited for Wil to bow, or to dip his head in some 
kind of respectful greeting to his king. 


Instead, Wil sat himself right on one of the arms of the throne, forcing the King to move his 
own arm out of the way, and huffed. 


“Dad, we’ve got a problem,” Wil began. 


Tubbo blinked. This was the King. Even if he was Wil’s father (and kind of Tommy’s father 
too?), Tubbo figured there was still at least some kind of decorum they had to follow around 
literal Fae Royalty. 


But the King didn’t seem surprised by Wil’s casualness, and instead just chuckled as he 
turned to meet his son’s gaze. 


“A problem? Or did you adopt another human?” The King teased. 


Wil flushed red. “You bring home a human child one time and you never hear the end of it,” 
he muttered, shaking his head. “No. He’s not my human. He’s Tommy’s, actually. And before 
you ask, yes, he gave Tubbo his name.” 


At this, the King chuckled. “He takes after you with that. Getting too attached to humans and 
giving them your names.” Wil looked as though he wanted to argue, but he stayed silent as 
the King turned his gaze to Tommy. He was still standing at Tubbo’s side, but didn’t seem 
worried at having the King’s attention. 


“So, is this the ‘Tubbo’ I’ve been hearing about?” The King then asked. 


At this point, Tubbo couldn’t even be mad all these fae knew his name. It was kind of his 
own fault after all. 


“Yup! This is Tubbo!” Tommy said, throwing an arm around Tubbo’s shoulders. 


The King’s eyes flickered to meet Tubbo’s, and he had to fight his instinct to look away 
again. There was a beat of silence as the King looked him up and down, before a kind smile 
spread over his face. “It’s a pleasure to meet you, Tubbo. I’ve heard quite a lot about you 
from Tommy over here.” Then, his starry gaze fell down to Tubbo’s arms, and his smile 
faded. “And who is the other human?” 


“He *s-” 


“He’s my family,” Tubbo said, cutting Tommy off before he could explain for him. Maybe 
that was rude, but Ranboo was Tubbo 5, and he should be the one to tell the King about him. 
“He’s been sick for a while now, and just kept getting worse and worse until this morning 
when he wouldn’t wake up. So I went and asked Tommy for help.” 


“And Tommy called me over to take a look at him,” Wil chimed, picking up the story, 
“because he couldn’t figure out what was wrong. And I did what I could, but, um, his 
situation is more complicated than I expected it to be.” 


The King frowned. “How so?” 


“Wil says he’s a changeling,” Tommy said, “though it was weird to me because I wasn’t 
getting any magic off of him. Not even basic human life energy!” 


The King’s frown deepened, and next thing Tubbo knew, he was getting out of his throne and 
walking towards Tubbo. Tubbo did his best not to shrink back as the King approached, but 
that strange electricity was practically radiating off of the King, and it made all of Tubbo’s 
hairs stand up on end. 


Surprisingly, the King was only a bit taller than Tubbo, but this did nothing to lessen the way 
Tubbo’s mind screamed danger as he approached. His wings looked as though they could 
engulf him three times over, and his talons were somehow even sharper up close. 


But Tubbo kept still as the King rested a hand on Ranboo’s forehead, closing his eyes for a 
few moments before his expression fell. 


“Oh... this poor child,” the King murmured, opening his eyes again and brushing Ranboo’s 
hair back from his face. “It’s a good thing you agreed to bring him here, Tubbo. If you hadn’t, 
he would’ve been dead before the end of the day.” 


Tubbo’s breathing hitched. Ranboo would’ve been dead if Tubbo hadn’t made the decision to 
ask Tommy for help. He’d come so close to losing his best friend and he had no idea. 
“What’s wrong with him?” He asked, his voice trembling. 


“He’s almost depleted of his magic,” the King explained, moving his hand back to his side. 
“Fae are creatures that are made up of magic. It acts as our life force in a way, and when 
we’re not constantly surrounded by it like we are in the Fae Court, we start to run out of it. It 
would take many years for a full grown Fae to run out of magic in the human realm though, 
but changelings are a bit different. 


“You see, changelings have their own source of magic when they’re brought to the human 
realm, just like any other fae. But when a changeling grows up surrounded by humans, 
usually their body will adapt to live on less and less magic as the years pass, so that if they 
manage to reach adulthood, they’ll essentially no longer be changelings. They might have 
small differences from your standard human, like being drawn to shiny things or enjoying 
nature, but they won’t have any magical ability of their own.” 


The King paused, letting out a sigh. “But if something happens to the changeling as they 
grow up, some type of extreme injury or life-threatening situation, their body will dip into its 


magic to keep them alive. Sometimes, a changeling can recover from this, but oftentimes this 
reduces their stored magic so drastically that they can’t go through the gradual process of 
adapting to less magic. So usually this means they end up dying by the time they reach 
adulthood.” 


Tubbo blinked. Ranboo had magic but... ran out of it? And that’s why he’d been sick? 


“Did he ever get into an accident as a child? Something particularly traumatic?” The King 
then asked, meeting Tubbo’s eyes again and making him feel as though he were staring into 
the endless expanse of space. 


“Um... I don’t know,” Tubbo confessed. “He just showed up in my village a few years ago 
with no memory of how he got there. The only thing he knew about himself was his name, 
and he’s never been able to remember his life before.” 


The King nodded. “His magic might’ve hidden the memories to protect him from the trauma. 
When we have to rescue changelings from the human world, it’s not uncommon for them to 
not be able to recall their life there.” 


Shit. It all made too much sense. Tubbo remembered how during Ranboo’s first year in the 
village, there were many times he’d wake up screaming, but could never actually remember 
the nightmares that plagued him like shadows. 


“So how do I keep him from dying?” Tubbo asked, willing his voice to stay steady. 


“Well, that’s the easy part actually,” the King said, smiling again. “Just staying in the Fae 
Court will allow his body to reabsorb the magic he’s lost, so as long as he remains here, he 
should fully recover.” 


It... It was that easy? All that was needed for Ranboo to just stay in the Fae Court for a little 
while and he’d recover? 


No. There had to be a catch. 
“How long until he’s recovered?” Tubbo asked, narrowing his eyes. 


The King hummed and took a moment to think. “Well, time translates a little roughly from 
here to the human realm, but I’d say in your time... twenty years? Somewhere around there.” 


And there it was. The catch. 


It was as if all the breath had been knocked out of Tubbo’s lungs. One moment there was 
hope, hope that Ranboo would be okay and they could go home. But then the next, it was all 
taken away. 


Because Ranboo could be okay. But it would take twenty years. Twenty years wasn’t a lot for 
the fae, but... that would be a huge chunk of Tubbo’s life. He would be thirty-seven in twenty 
years, and if Tommy had been in the Fae Court for a hundred years and was only a teenager, 
Ranboo would most likely still be a teenager when he was well enough to return. 


Tubbo would lose his best friend. His only family. But if he didn’t agree to this, Ranboo was 
going to die. He’d be taking away Ranboo’s chat at getting to wake up again and live out the 
rest of his life. 


Tears burned in the corners of Tubbo’s eyes, but he forced them down as he nodded. 


“I guess it’s for the better,” Tubbo whispered, glancing down at Ranboo’s sleeping form. “But 
you'll take care of him?” 


“He’s one of our own, so of course we will,” the King explained, his gaze softening. “Though 
of course, if you’re that worried, you can simply stay here with him.” 


... what? 
Tubbo stared blankly at the King, trying to process the words he’d just said. 
You can stay here with him. 


Tubbo could stay. In the Spring Court. Was it just for the next twenty years while Ranboo 
recovered? Or was there more to it? 


The King must’ve noticed the confusion on Tubbo’s face, because he spoke again before 
Tubbo could figure out how to put his thoughts into words. 


“You’re Tommy’s chosen human. Just like how Tommy was given a place here when Wil 
brought him home, you have a place here as well. If you want, this could be your home.” 


Holy shit. He could just... stay. Leave behind the human world for the fae one, letting magic 
seep into his bones and change him just like it changed Tommy. He wasn’t being held 
prisoner here. He was being offered a home. 


Something in his chest ached. 
A loud shout beside him tore him out of his thoughts. 


“Yes! Holy shit, Phil, I didn’t know if you’d let him stay!” Tommy cheered, rushing over to 
the King—to Phil apparently (probably another nickname)—and threw his arms around him. 


Phil laughed and hugged Tommy back. “Of course I’d let him stay. I can tell how much you 
care about him.” 


Pulling back from the hug, Tommy beamed as he turned to Tubbo. “Oh my god, Tubsters, 
this is gonna be awesome. There’s so much I wanna show you and so many things we can do 
here that we can’t do in the human world and-” 


“Tommy,” Wil cut in, appearing behind Tommy with a hand on his shoulder. “Tubbo hasn’t 
said yes yet.” 


Tommy immediately cut off his rambling, his eyes going wide. “But... c’mon, of course 
you’re gonna say yes, right Tubbo?” 


Tubbo blinked. Did he want to say yes? 


He loved Tommy. Tommy was his best friend just like Ranboo was. Of course he was 
tempted by the idea of getting to stay here forever with both his best friends, not having to 
worry about growing enough food to store for the winter, or how he was going to barter with 
the other villagers, or finding herbs for Ranboo when he got sick. 


But... was he really willing to leave his whole life behind? Tubbo’s home might not have 
been much, but it was his. Passed down to him from his grandmother. He knew every whorl 
in the wood, every creak in the floorboards, every brick in the fireplace like the back of his 
hand. And the village was his home as well. With the well-worn cobblestones that he used to 
skip across as a kid, the friendly farmer who Tubbo traded potatoes with, and the familiar 
constellations in the sky that he’d been drawing pictures of since he was little. 


Would he really leave that all behind to come here? To this strange land of pink trees and 
unfamiliar flowers? A place where the air itself shimmered and people had teeth much 
sharper than a human ever could? 


Tubbo didn’t know. The decision sat heavy in his mind as he tried to think of the pros and 
cons of each side. This wasn’t something he could decide on the spot. 


“Can I, um, have some time to think about it?” Tubbo asked, hating how small his voice 
sounded. 


“Of course you can,” Phil reassured him. “If you’d like, you can take some time to explore 
the Spring Court a little bit? I’m sure Tommy would love to give you a tour.” 


Tubbo glanced down at Ranboo and bit his lip. “Would he-” 


“He would be safe here in the palace.” Phil told him. “We can have someone bring him to 
one of the spare bedrooms so he can rest there.” 


Tubbo nodded. “Would I be able to see him again before I leave if I decide not to stay?” 


Tommy flinched at the suggestion that Tubbo might not stay, but Phil just nodded again. “Of 
course. You’re here as a guest under Tommy’s protection, not as a prisoner or anything of the 
sort. Even though the changeling is one of ours, he’s still your family. We’re not just going to 
take him from you.” 


A bit of the tension leaked out of Tubbo’s shoulders. That made him feel a bit better about 
leaving Ranboo here. 


“Okay then,” he agreed. 


Nodding, Phil then turned his gaze to the left, where Tubbo saw a small door between the 
trees that he hadn’t noticed before. “Techno! Can you come in here?” Phil shouted, the sound 
echoing through the throne room with unnatural force. 


“Yeah, Phil? What’s up?” A deep voice replied. 


The new fae entered the throne room, having to duck under the door to go through, and 
Tubbo’s breath caught in his throat. 


If he thought Wil and Phil had been intimidating, Techno was a whole other story. The fae 
was huge, taller than Wil but with much broader shoulders and a very well-muscled frame. 
He was draped in fabrics of spun gold and a shade of crimson so deep, it reminded Tubbo of 
blood. His long hair was the same shade of pink as one would find in a sunset—like those 
flowers Tubbo had seen earlier—and the silky strands were partially twisted into a 
complicated braid near the front of his face, with the rest hanging loose around his shoulders. 


And he had jewelry on. Far more jewelry than Wil or Tommy had on. Rings made of the 
finest looking gold lined his fingers, his pointed ears holding so many dangling gold earrings 
that they jingled with every step. He had three gold necklaces layered on top of one another, 
and Tubbo was pretty sure he could see a literal gold chain woven into the braid in his hair. 


But then, of course, Tubbo noticed the inhuman aspects of this ‘Techno’ as well. The sharp 
teeth and pointed claws were a given at this point. But he also had literal tusks protruding 
from his lips, sharp and as dangerous as could be, reminiscent of a boar. And then there were 
his eyes. Eyes that were the same shade of blood as his clothes, but the irises swirled like 
molten liquid. It was similar to the way Wil’s eyes would swirl with honey, but ten times 
more unsettling. 


“Yo, did Wil adopt more humans when I wasn’t looking?” Techno asked, his bloody eyes 
falling onto Tubbo and then Ranboo. 


“No, this is the human Tommy’s told you about,” Wil explained with a huff. “And the other 
one isn’t human, he’s actually a changeling.” 


“He’s my family,” Tubbo cut in, wanting to make it clear that even though Ranboo may have 
been a changeling, that didn’t mean he belonged to the fae now. 


“The poor thing’s dealing with severe magic depletion,” Phil told Techno as he approached. 
“He’s gonna be staying with us for a little while, so if you and Wil could go find him a room, 
that would be fantastic.” 


Techno nodded. “Sounds good. Should I prep a room for the human too?” 


“He’s still deciding whether or not he’ll stay,” Phil explained. “Just get a room for the 
changeling for now.” 


“Cool.” Techno then walked up to Tubbo, and again, he had to fight the urge not to shrink 
back as the fae towered over him. 


Techno met his gaze evenly. “May I?” He asked, holding out his arms. 
Oh. Tubbo had to hand Ranboo over to him. 


Tubbo didn’t want to let go of him. Ranboo was unconscious, completely defenseless with 
Tubbo being the only one who actually knew him in this entire realm. Even though he’d just 


agreed to letting them take Ranboo away from him, his chest still seized with panic at the 
idea of being separated from him in such an unfamiliar place. 


But Ranboo was a changeling. If he was safe anywhere, it would be here, in the Spring Court. 
Fae couldn’t lie, and Phil had promised him Ranboo would be under his protection. 


Gritting his teeth, Tubbo forced himself to hand Ranboo over. Techno took Ranboo from his 
arms easily, as if he weighed nothing more than a few pounds. Despite Ranboo probably 
being the same height as Techno when standing, he somehow looked so small in the fae’s 
arms. 


“You ready to go check out the Spring Court?” Tommy then asked, grabbing Tubbo’s free 
hand with his own. “There’s a really cool place I wanna show you.” 


Nodding, Tubbo squeezed Tommy’s hand as he cast one last look over his shoulder, watching 
Techno carry Ranboo in the opposite direction. It would be fine. He could trust Tommy. He 
could trust Ranboo would be safe with his own kind. 


His own kind. It was still strange for Tubbo to think about. Ranboo wasn’t human—never 
had been. How was Ranboo going to react when he found out? Tubbo was certain Ranboo 
didn’t know. He told Tubbo everything, and if he knew he had been a changeling, he 
would’ve told him. 


Depending on what Tubbo decided, he might not be around when Ranboo found out about his 
true nature. 


Deciding to shove that thought aside for now, Tubbo instead focused on following Tommy 
out of the palace, stumbling over the grass as they left the main throne room behind. 
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Tommy dragged him back through the palace entryway, passing through the front doors so 
they were outside once more. The two fae that had been talking out there earlier were gone 
now, and Tommy practically jumped down the steps as he led Tubbo back towards the forest. 


“Where are we going?” Tubbo asked, tugging on Tommy’s arm. 


“To my favorite place!” Tommy replied, flashing Tubbo a brilliant, sharp smile over his 
shoulder. 


They made their way back under the pink canopy, shadows criss-crossing along the path 
while sunlight glittered in the space between. The wind whispered in Tubbo’s ears, inaudible 
promises that made warmth bloom in his chest. Even though they weren’t following any 
worn down trail, Tommy seemed to know exactly where they were going, leaping over tree 
roots and ducking under branches without a single falter in his steps. 


Finally, after they had been walking for what had to be at least thirty minutes, they came to a 
sheer face of rock. The stone was slate grey, but glittered just like the air itself. Nothing in 
this place could be dull, it seemed. 


Before Tubbo could ask Tommy what they were doing at a cliff face, Tommy let go of 
Tubbo’s hand to pull back a curtain of golden lichen, revealing a small opening between the 
rocks. Giving Tubbo a knowing grin, Tommy squeezed through the opening, and Tubbo 
figured his only choice was to follow. 


It took a bit of awkward maneuvering, but Tubbo managed to get through the opening 
without getting stuck. When he stumbled out from between the rocks and took in the sight 


before him, he couldn’t help but gasp. 


The whole area seemed to be a hidden grove of some kind, the shimmering stone surrounding 
the area on all sides. There were a few small trees in different shades of pink, and the grass 
was a rich blend of green and purple. But the centerpiece of the grove was the waterfall that 
poured down from the top of the cliff, creating a small pool that glittered like a thousand 
diamonds in the light of the afternoon sun. 


The water, surprisingly, was just a normal shade of blue. But it was the clearest water Tubbo 
had ever seen, making it all too easy for Tubbo to see the iridescent fish swimming about in 
the pond. 


Tommy had already kicked his shoes off and had his feet resting in the water. Tubbo watched 
a fish brush up against his toes, making the boy giggle as he gently nudged it away. When he 
noticed Tubbo staring, he gestured for him to get closer. 

“C’mon Tubs, the water’s great!” 

Figuring why not, Tubbo plopped down on the thick moss patch next to Tommy, and pulled 
off his boots. The water was pleasantly cool, but not too cold, and he found himself 
struggling to hold back laughter when a few fish began to surround his feet. 


“Tt tickles,” Tubbo said, snorting a bit when a fish brushed right up against his big toe. 


“Just push them away. Don’t worry, you won’t hurt them,” Tommy told him, moving his foot 
to splash water near Tubbo’s legs. 


As gently as he could, Tubbo pushed the closest fish away from his foot, and it immediately 
got the message and swam off. Relieved that his feet weren’t being tickled now, Tubbo found 
himself lying down against the moss, letting the cool water run over his legs as he stared up 
at the bright sky above his head. 


“Y’know Tubbo,” Tommy started after a few minutes of silence had passed, “there’s 
something I never told you. About when I came to the Fae Court.” 


Tubbo frowned, turning his head so he could face Tommy. “What do you mean?” 


Tommy took a shaky breath and Tubbo noticed a few clouds forming in his eyes. “Y’ know 
that story you said the village told you? The one about the little boy who the fae killed all 
those people for?” 


Tubbo nodded. 


“Um, yeah, well... that story wasn’t exactly true,” Tommy admitted, tapping his fingers 
against his chest. “Well, I mean, it was true. But it left a lot of details out.” 


Blinking slowly, puzzle pieces started to fall into place for Tubbo as he stared at his friend. 
“Like what?” 


“Mainly the part where you said they tied the boy up,” Tommy said, biting his lip. “They 
didn’t just tie the boy up. They, uh, beat him. Kicked him and pulled his hair and shit until the 
fae showed up to rescue him.” 


Bile rose in Tubbo’s throat as the words sunk in. 


“And that was why Wil killed so many of them, wasn’t it?” Tubbo asked. “Because the 
villagers hurt you.” 


Tommy nodded. His smile was bittersweet. 


“Yup. I thought they were going to kill me. They probably would’ve, if Wil hadn’t showed up 
when he did.” 


His grandmother had left that out. Whether it was the result of her faulty memory, 
considering she’d been so young at the time, or if she was trying to make their village look 
like they had been more in the right... Tubbo wasn’t sure. 


Tubbo thought back to earlier that day. When Tommy had walked through the village with his 
head down, the way his eyes had been darting around as if searching for a threat. 


The village held horrible memories for him. Yet, he still went back there because Tubbo 
needed his help. He swallowed the lump in his throat at the realization. 


“I’m sorry,” Tubbo whispered, reaching over to squeeze Tommy’s hand. “If I had known I 
wouldn’t have asked you to come with me today.” 


Tommy rolled his eyes as he squeezed Tubbo’s hand back. “You don’t need to apologize. I 
wanted to help you, dumbass. You’re my best friend after all. You’d do the same for me.” 


Tubbo wished he had as much faith in himself as Tommy did. But would he do the same? He 
wasn’t sure. He was so much more selfish than Tommy was. He was being offered a chance 
to live in this magical place for the rest of eternity, to keep both Tommy and Ranboo by his 
side, and he was still hesitating. 


Selfish. Not like Tommy. 
“Is that why you decided to go to the Fae Court?” Tubbo asked after a few moments. 


Tommy snorted. “I mean, getting the shit beaten out of me certainly helped me make the 
decision,” he said, his voice a bit lighter now. “But honestly... I think I had decided the day 
Wil gave me his name. I just wasn’t ready to voice it.” 


“How did you know?” Tubbo asked, nudging a few more fish away from his feet. 


“T guess... I just realized that my home wasn’t really a place,” Tommy said, meeting Tubbo’s 
eyes again. “It was my family. And Wil was my family.” 


What was Tubbo’s home? Was it a place, or people? Was his home a home because it had 
been where Tubbo grew up? Or was it because he had Ranboo there with him? 


His grandmother had been there. She had lived and died in that home. Her very being was 
ingrained into the floorboards, the couch cushions, the air itself. Did that mean she was his 
home? 


“You know,” Tommy said, interrupting Tubbo’s thoughts, “I don’t want to pressure you to 
make a decision one way or the other. This is your own shit you gotta work through. But I 
just want you to know that if you stayed, I’d always be here for you, Tubbo. I consider you 
my family, just like Wil, Phil, and Techno are.” Then, he took a shaky breath. “But if you say 
no I’m not gonna be upset. Trust me, I know better than anyone how hard this choice can be.” 


Tubbo nodded, fighting down the tears burning in the corners of his eyes. 


They didn’t say anything for the rest of the time they spent at the waterfall. The two boys 
simply sat in comfortable silence, watching pink leaves dance in the wind over their heads, 
both of them mulling over different things in their minds. 


Tubbo didn’t know how much time passed. But eventually, he pulled his feet out of the pool, 
and Tommy followed suit. The two didn’t speak as they made their way back to the palace. 
Tubbo was grateful for the silence, but at the same time he detested it. While he wanted space 
to go over the decision, it was also suffocating to be left alone with only his thoughts, going 
back and forth in his mind about what his choice should be. 


The sun had begun to set when they made their way back through the palace doors. Their 
footsteps echoed off the ceiling as they walked to the throne room, and Tubbo felt his gut 
tying itself into knots the deeper inside they got. 


The King was sitting on his throne just like before when the boys entered. Wil was once 
again sitting on the arm of the chair, while Techno stood like a sentry on the opposite side. 
Ranboo was nowhere to be seen, and Tubbo had to remind himself they took him to a 
bedroom and that he was probably perfectly fine. 


Phil smiled as they approached. “Hello boys. Tubbo, have you made a decision?” 


Tubbo gulped, his thoughts spinning in reckless circles in his mind. The fact of that matter 
was that he hadn’t made a decision. He was torn between two options, between two worlds. 
He didn’t know if he wanted to give up his life in the village to live with the fae. 


But Tubbo didn’t make drastic, life-altering decisions when he wasn’t absolutely certain of 
his choice. And that in itself made the decision for him. 


Dropping his eyes to the ground, Tubbo refused to look at Tommy as he spoke. 
“While I appreciate the kindness you’ve shown me, and I also appreciate your gracious offer 
to let me stay, I’m afraid I can’t accept,” Tubbo said, his voice wavering, trying to remember 


exactly how Tommy told him to word his thanks to fair folk. 


“Wh- Tubbo-” 


“Tommy, don’t,” Phil told the boy quietly, holding out a hand to stop him from speaking. 
“Tubbo, I understand your decision. I promise to take care of your changeling as if he were 
one of my own children.” 


“I-I appreciate it,” Tubbo stammered, sucking in stuttering breaths as he tried to keep his 
composure. “Can I- Will I be able to say goodbye to him?” 


Phil nodded. “Of course you can.” He stood up from his throne, resting a clawed hand on his 
shoulder. “It was a pleasure meeting you, Tubbo.” 


The kindness in his voice filled Tubbo with indescribable warmth. There was something 
about Phil that was so comforting, almost familiar. Maybe this was what having a father was 
like, but he wasn’t sure. 


“It was a pleasure meeting you too, Phi- I mean, um, Your Majesty-” 


Laughter cut off Tubbo’s stammering. “You can call me Phil, mate. It’s not my true name, but 
even if you knew it, there’s not much you’d be able to do with it. The name rules don’t 
exactly apply to me like they apply to most fae.” 


Tubbo let out a wet laugh. “Good to know. Thanks, Phil.” 


With one last squeeze of his shoulder, Phil settled back down in the throne. “Now go say 
goodbye to your changeling. Techno, Wil, and Tommy will take you to his room.” 


Tubbo avoided Tommy’s gaze as Techno led him out of the throne room, to the side door 
he’d seen him carry Ranboo through before. Tommy didn’t try to grab his hand again like he 
had done earlier, and Tubbo was afraid to look at his face. Afraid to see the disappointment, 
the sadness, the anger that was sure to be there. If Tubbo looked up, he wasn’t sure he could 
withstand the storm that was sure to be brewing in Tommy’s eyes. 


So he kept his head down as they made their way through several twists and turns, the palace 
floor changing from moss and dirt to polished marble seemingly at random. In a way, it was 
almost like there was a forest spreading through the palace itself, creeping through the palace 
grounds like an invasive species. 


But invasive species were supposed to be a bad thing. Tubbo felt nothing but comfort when 
his hands brushed against grass fronds or tree trunks while making his way down the hall. 
There was nothing bad about this forest. 


Finally, Techno stopped in front of a rather nondescript door. He pushed it open, gesturing for 
Tubbo to step inside. 


“We’ll be waiting out here when you’ve said your goodbyes,” Techno told him. 
Nodding, Tubbo hurried inside, wincing when the door shut behind him with a loud thud. 


The room itself was... gorgeous. That was to be expected, but Tubbo still found the tension 
leaking out of his shoulders when he noticed the small flowers blooming around the four 


poster bed Ranboo was laying down in, the ground that same patchwork mix of marble and 
moss that he was quickly growing accustomed to. 


Although Ranboo was still sleeping, Tubbo noticed how he already seemed a bit less pale 
than before. His cheeks had a healthy flush, and his breathing was slow and even—no sign of 
the coughing that had been wracking his body for weeks. 


“Hey Boo,” Tubbo said softly as he settled himself on the edge of the bed. “I’m here to, um, 
say goodbye I guess.” His breathing hitched as he spoke the words out loud, but he forced the 
tears down. He couldn’t break down. Not while he was still here. If he broke down now, he’d 
never find the strength to leave. 


“T’m sorry I’m leaving you,” Tubbo whispered, even though he had no idea if Ranboo could 
hear him. “Phil said I could stay but just- I don’t know if I can leave it all behind, y’know? I 
grew up in the village, it’s been the only home I’ve known ever since I was born. I don’t 
know if I can just leave it all behind.” He hiccuped, and reached out to grab Ranboo’s limp 
hand in his own. His skin was already so much warmer than it had been this morning. “But 
I’m sorry I’m leaving you. I know we promised we’d always stick together, but this place is 
where you’re meant to be, bossman.” 


He let out another wet laugh. “You were always a fucking weirdo. I guess we know why 
now.” He squeezed Ranboo’s fingers. “You’re gonna be happy here. Tommy’s really 
awesome. He’ll be a great friend to you. Make sure to ask him about the time he gave me 
goat horns, you’ll get a kick out of that.” 


Another pause. 


“I’m sorry I didn’t tell you I was talking to the fae. I just didn’t want you to get worried, 
because I knew how nervous you were about them. But I got lucky. Tommy’s the best of 
them. He could’ve fucked me over so many times and he didn’t.” Tubbo’s voice cracked, and 
he knew he should hurry up before he broke down. “Anyway, um, I-I think I should go now. I 
just- I’m sorry for everything.” 


And before he could lose it completely, Tubbo forced himself to let go of Ranboo’s hand and 
hurried away from the bed. He leaned against the wall next to the door, closing his eyes and 
taking a few deep breaths to steady himself. Then, once he felt the threat of tears recede, he 
spared one last glance at Ranboo before he left the room. 


Tommy, Techno, and Wil were still waiting in the hall. Wil had an arm slung around 
Tommy’s shoulders, and Tommy’s irises were completely grey with storm clouds. Tubbo 
clenched his jaw, feeling guilt twist his heart. 


“You okay, kid?” Techno asked him. 
Tubbo nodded. “I’m okay.” He wasn’t, but he could hold it together till he got home. 


“We’ll take care of him,” Wil reassured. 


“T know. I trust you guys,” Tubbo said, and he meant it. These faeries could’ve screwed him 
over hundreds of times at this point, and they hadn’t. Tubbo trusted them, and he knew they’d 
take care of Ranboo. 


Wil smiled and stepped away from Tommy. Then, without warning, he pulled Tubbo into a 
tight hug. 


“Sorry I threatened you earlier,” Wil apologized with a sheepish grin. “You’re a good kid, 
Tubbo.” 


Tubbo snorted. “Your threat only mildly scared the shit out of me, so I suppose I can forgive 
you.” He should probably be more afraid now that he knew Wil was the faerie that had 
basically traumatized his village a hundred years before, but he couldn’t find it in himself to 
be afraid of the fae. He had just been protecting Tommy, and from the sounds of it, those 
bastards deserved it. 


Wil huffed, ruffling Tubbo’s hair as he stepped back. “Tommy, your turn.” 


A rock dropped into Tubbo’s gut as Tommy stepped forward, wringing his hands in front of 
him as he gave Tubbo a pained look. 


Tubbo decided to try and do damage control. “Tommy, I’m sorry but-” 


“No, it’s okay,” Tommy reassured him, although his voice was rough. “I’m not mad or 
anything. I’m not a total dick like that.” 


“I never thought you were a dick,” Tubbo said, his own voice far too hoarse for his own 
liking. 


Tommy laughed, although it was shaky. “Not even when I gave you goat horns?” 

Tubbo snorted. “Okay, maybe when you gave me goat horns I thought you were a dick.” 
The two both chuckled, but it was a weak attempt at pretending things were normal. 
“Can I still visit you in the meadow?” Tommy asked after a beat. 


“You fucking better! If you don’t I’m really gonna start thinking you’re a piece of shit,” 
Tubbo replied, scoffing at his best friend. 


Tommy smiled, and a bit of blue began to peak through the clouds. “You’re right, that’d be a 
pretty shitty move of me to not come visit you again.” He fell silent again, staring at his 
shoes. 


Knowing what he wanted, Tubbo stepped forward to hug Tommy without him needing to ask. 
Tommy clung to him, and Tubbo once again had to fight back the burning in his eyes. 


“You know my name, so if you ever need me, just call for me,” Tommy whispered in his ear. 


“You got it, bossman,” Tubbo whispered back. 


They stayed like that for a few more moments. The seconds dragged out like drips of honey, 
but Tubbo knew their time was running out. He couldn’t put this off any longer. 


He pulled away and turned back to Wil and Techno, who were watching the interaction with 
impassive looks. “Okay, so how do I get home?” 


“Just close your eyes, kid. Pll put you right back where you belong,” Techno said. 


Nodding, Tubbo squeezed Tommy’s hand one last time, before Techno stepped in front of 
him. 


“Thank you for bringing him home,” Techno then said softly, jutting his thumb in the 
direction of Ranboo’s door. “Most humans wouldn’t be willing to leave their family behind 
like this, even if it was for the better.” 


Tubbo shrugged. “Guess I’m not like most humans.” 
“No, you really aren’t,” Techno agreed. 


And then, Techno placed his hands on his shoulders, and that strange, tingling warmth 
returned. He passed through the veil once again, the electric magic bouncing across his skin, 
and Tubbo felt the hands on his shoulders disappear. 


When he opened his eyes, he found himself back in his living room. 
He was alone. 
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Tubbo wasn’t sure how long he stood there, completely frozen as he registered everything 
that had just happened. 


Tommy had given him his name. He had gone to the Fae Court. Ranboo was a changeling. 
He’d left Ranboo in the Fae Court so he didn’t die from magic depletion. Tubbo had the 
chance to stay in the Fae Court, but he refused. 


Tubbo was back in his house, in the village he grew up in. He should be relieved that he was 
home. 


But it didn’t feel the same. Tubbo looked around the empty room, seeing how the sky outside 
was a flat, empty grey. There was no fire in the fireplace, because Ranboo wasn’t here to tend 
it. It made the house feel so much colder, and not just in the literal sense. 


Tubbo glanced around, noticing all the small pieces of Ranboo still littered in his home. The 
flowers spun slowly on their twine, as if being pushed by ghosts. Numbly, Tubbo tried to take 
a step forward, and his foot brushed against an old piece of paper on the floor. 


He picked up the paper, barely able to read the words because Ranboo’s grip had gotten so 
weak in his final few weeks. Still, it was his handwriting, and Tubbo read the basic list of 
things to remember with his heart pounding in his ears. 


The paper floated to the ground. Tubbo swallowed down the tears. He couldn’t break down. 
Even in the safety of his own home, he knew that if he broke down, he’d never stop. 


He wasn’t sure how long he stood stock still in the center of his living room. It was as if he 
was a Statue, frozen as he stared at the empty shell of his house. The sky outside turned from 
grey to black, and the growling of Tubbo’s stomach finally brought him back to himself. 


On wooden legs Tubbo forced himself to the kitchen. There was a small tin of chamomile. 
Ranboo’s chamomile. 


Since his hands wouldn’t stop shaking, Tubbo figured he might as well use it to help him 
relax. It wasn’t like Ranboo was going to need it anymore. 


He went through the motions automatically. Filling up the kettle with water, letting it heat on 
the stove, dropping the leaves into Ranboo’s favorite mug and pouring the steaming water 
over it. Tubbo watched as amber seeped into the liquid with glazed over eyes. 


Ranboo wasn’t going to drink this. Tubbo was. 
Because Ranboo was gone. 
Tubbo was living alone again for the first time in years. 


As the smell of the chamomile hit his nose, Tubbo glanced around the house. Shadows 
stretched along the walls, and there was a chill in the air that burrowed deep into Tubbo’s 
bones. 


It was like standing in a stranger’s house. Nothing about the place felt familiar to him. Not 
the whorls in the wood, not the creak of the floorboards. 


There was a ripple across the surface of his tea, and Tubbo realized it was because a tear had 
dripped down from his chin and into the drink. He was crying. 


The truth settled over him like something cold, like an icy wave snuffing out any warmth he 
had left in his chest. 


This wasn’t his home. Not when he was the only one in it. 


Suddenly, Tubbo understood what Tommy meant when he said his home was people, not a 
place. It didn’t matter that Tubbo had grown up here. It didn’t matter that Tubbo knew every 
knot in the wood, every bump on the wall. Familiarity didn’t make a home. Love did. 


He’d made the wrong choice. 


Tubbo hiccuped as more tears poured down his cheeks. He’d fucked up. Oh god, he’d fucked 
up so badly. He should’ve stayed in the Fae Court. There was no point in staying in the 
village if all the people he loved existed in another world. 


His chest ached as he wrapped his arms around himself, the sobs that had been building 
inside of him finally finding their release. He couldn’t breathe he was crying so hard, 


thinking about all the mistakes he’d made, all the ways he could’ve been better. Why the hell 
had he been so unsure? Ranboo was his family, and so was Tommy. Honestly, even though he 
didn’t know them that well yet, he even got the sense that Wil, Techno, and Phil could’ve 
been his family too. 


But he’d given that up. Because he was an idiot. 


Tubbo sobbed some more, cursing himself for being so stupid. All he wanted was to go back, 
to feel the magic on his skin, to watch the pink leaves flutter over head. He wanted to see 
Tommy’s sky eyes again, he wanted to stick his feet in the waterfall, he wanted to explore 
everything the Spring Court had to offer. 


Then, Tommy’s parting words rang in his ears again. 
If you ever need me, just call for me. 
Could... Could Tubbo ask for a second chance? Would Phil find that insulting? 


He might. But if Tubbo didn’t try, he’d never be able to stop thinking about the what if’s for 
the rest of his life. 


Tubbo was out the door running without even bothering to lock it behind him. 


He sprinted through the village, ignoring the way the other villagers stared at him from their 
windows. He ran as fast as his legs would carry him, his lungs burning as he burst through 
the treeline. 


It was nearly impossible to see the path in the dark, but Tubbo knew this route like the back 
of his hand now. He jumped over every tree root, avoided every patch of mushrooms without 
needing to look down once. The blood rushing in his ears was drowning out all the other 
sounds of the forest. None of it mattered. All he could think about was that he needed to go 
home. 


“TOMMY!” Tubbo shouted as soon as he burst into the meadow. 


Tommy almost immediately materialized in the faerie ring, looking confused as Tubbo 
sprinted towards him. 


“Tubbo, what’s-” 


Tommy was cut off when Tubbo easily jumped over the mushrooms, tackling him in the 
tightest hug he could manage. 


“Tubbo, what’s wrong?” Tommy managed to say, grunting from the strength of Tubbo’s arms 
around him. “Are you okay?” 


“I changed my mind!” Tubbo exclaimed, his voice somewhere between a sob and a laugh. 


“Y-You what?” Tommy blinked, sounding confused. “You changed your mind about-” 


“The Fae Court! I was an idiot, I want to come live with you there,” Tubbo said, pulling back 
so he could grin at Tommy. “I don’t know if Phil’s gonna be mad at me because I refused the 
offer the first time but I can apologize or make another deal or anything but I just can’t stay 
here. Not without you and Ranboo-” 


“Wait, you mean it?” Tommy cut him off, his eyes wide. 
Tubbo nodded, and Tommy laughed. 


“Holy SHIT! This is the best thing ever!” Tommy yelled, hugging Tubbo back with just as 
much force. “Don’t worry, Phi’s not gonna be pissed at all.” 


“Are you sure?” Tubbo asked, furrowing his brows. 
“I’m positive. They might not act like it, but Phil, Wil, and Techno all really like you.” 


The worry squeezing Tubbo’s heart loosened its grip, and Tubbo gave his best friend a 
relieved grin. 


“Then what are we waiting for, bossman? Let’s go back!” 
Mischief glinted in Tommy’s eyes. “We’re gonna cause so much chaos, Tubsters.” 
Tubbo laughed, feeling lighter than he had in months. “That’s a promise you better keep.” 


But faeries couldn’t lie, so Tubbo knew he didn’t have to worry about that promise not being 
kept. 


The tingling warmth appeared on his skin once again. Distantly, his grandmother’s words 
echoed through his mind one final time. 


If you enter the forest, Tubbo, I can promise you that you will never return. 

His grandmother was right about that. And Tubbo couldn’t stop smiling at the thought. 
+ 

Like Tommy had told him, time was strange in the Fae Court. 


Days didn’t exactly matter. No one kept track, and time passed whenever it wanted to. It’s not 
like it mattered. The season was eternal, and so were they. There was no ticking clock to race 
against, no worry about getting everything done in the little time you had. 


Tubbo measured the passing time by his slowly changing features. One day, he noticed his 
teeth were sharper than they had been before, yet they somehow didn’t cut his tongue. 
Another day, he saw his eyes flashing between different colors in the reflection of a pond— 
they would shift from shades of blue, green, and gold seemingly at random. According to 
Tommy, it was like looking at an ocean, and the waves in his eyes shifted with his moods. 
Tubbo found he didn’t mind. 


Soon, the scars that covered the side of his face from that incident with one of his inventions 
began to fade. Tubbo found he didn’t like it though, because the scars were just as much a 
part of him as the rest of his face, so Tommy helped him figure out how to make them stick 
around. 


He asked Tommy to regrow the goat horns at a certain point, and found he thought they fit 
this new, wilder version of himself. His hair was longer, framed by the horns curling out and 
around his face. Although the change was subtle, the tips of his ears slowly began to point. 
And sometimes, his laughter sounded like the rustling of leaves. 


Tubbo was slowly growing more wild. He breathed in time with the forest, sunk his toes into 
the dirt whenever he got the chance. The magic of the Fae Court connected him to 
everything, and Tubbo couldn’t get enough of it. 


Ranboo, still sleeping as he recovered his own magic, began to change as well. Glittering 
silver freckles appeared across his nose and cheeks, reminding Tubbo of stars. In similar 
fashion to Wilbur and Tommy (Wilbur had given Tubbo his name only a few days after he 
made the decision to stay in the Spring Court), Ranboo had antlers, although his didn’t look 
like deer antlers. 


His antlers were a mix of silver, white, and black. They stretched into many different points, 
and it reminded Tubbo more of tree branches than actual deer antlers. It made Tubbo smile 
anytime he saw them, because strangely enough, it looked right on Ranboo. 


While they waited for Ranboo to wake up, Tommy showed Tubbo everything the Spring 
Court had to offer. They explored caves and cliffs, hid in different parts of the palace, even 
snuck into the nearby Summer Court (only to have Phil transport them back to his throne 
room with a stern frown on his face). 


The boys would spend their evenings in the palace, attending magnificent dinners with the 
rest of their family. Wilbur had a wacky sense of humor that both confused Tubbo, yet also 
left him in stitches more often than not. Technoblade (who had given Tubbo his name around 
the same time he asked Tommy to give him back the goat horns) was gruff, yet always ready 
to join in on making fun of Tommy or Wilbur with a wry grin and deadpan jokes. And Philza 
(Tommy had been the one to let his name slip, but Phil hadn’t minded) was kind, patient, and 
cussed a lot more than Tubbo expected him to. Whenever Tubbo needed some time to 
decompress, he found himself lingering in Philza’s throne room, listening to the man’s many 
stories from centuries upon centuries of ruling the Spring Court. 


Eventually, the day came where Phil announced Ranboo was going to wake up. Tubbo and 
Tommy waited at his bedside, both of them bouncing on their heels. 


Tommy had never met Ranboo. Not really. But Tubbo had told him all the stories he could 
think of from their childhood, and Tommy was unbelievably excited to actually get to talk to 
him. 


Pink leaves swirled in the air around the four poster bed. Tubbo gripped Ranboo’s hand 
tightly, a grin stretched wide across his face as he noticed Ranboo’s eyelids start to flutter. 


“Boo? Can you hear me?” Tubbo asked, taking care not to say his full name in front of 
Tommy. Despite the fact that he knew Tommy would never use Ranboo’s name against him, 
it was still something Ranboo deserved to divulge on his own. Tubbo wasn’t going to make 
that decision for him. 


Ranboo, for the first time in years, squeezed Tubbo’s fingers, and he felt his breathing hitch. 
After a few tense seconds of silence, his eyes fluttered open, and Tubbo gasped when he saw 
one was the same green as the deepest moss, while the other was the red of autumn leaves. 


Blinking, Ranboo frowned at the ceiling. Then, his eyes flitted over to Tubbo, and his frown 
deepened. 


“Tubbo?” He whispered, his voice groggy. “What... Why do you look like that?” Then, his 
eyes flickered over to Tommy. “And who’s that?” 


Tubbo laughed. 


“Oh bossman, have I got a wild ass story to tell you.” 


Chapter End Notes 


lol almost psyched you guys out there but don't worry tubbo came to his senses soon 
enough :) 


I really hope you guys enjoyed this fic! I had a lot of fun writing it, so please let me 
know down in the comments what you thought! I don't read all of them but they really 
make my day <3 


also no promises but make sure to subscribe to the series this fic is a part of in case I 
decide to write more fae shenanigans in the future :) 


hmu on tumblr and twitter @bonesandthebees 


Please drop by the Archive and comment to let the creator know if you enjoyed their work! 


